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A CHRISTMAS GHOST. 


y feature in the piece was the doing ne got from the boys; 


“ Poor Papa’s attempt to scare everybody on Christmas Eve fell awfully flat. The only redecmin 
and it was a doing! Sometimes Pa’s conduct savours strongly of Hanwell ; he’s so ulterly imbecile. 
I get a from the lowest depths of Cackledom to the highest pinnacle of the Sublime. I often think dad's nut 
ae curious mixture. Ma says Pa was wassail-bowling all day. If so, that may account for it. We thaw 


Within a day or two, perhaps, his mind will suddenly svar 
would make a lovely study for a phrenologist—he’s a ge 
ed the ghost by the kitchen fire later on.”—Toorsie. 
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AbLhY SLOPER’S CHRISTMAS HOLIDAYS. 


“Sow am Act, and you Reap a Habit; Sow a Habit, and you Reap a Character ; 
Sow a Character, and you Reap a Destiny.” — Thackeray. 


FORCE AND GENTLENESS, 


t himself above himself, how poor a thing is man.” 
y is nobility’s trie badge."”—Shakespe ure. 
the mnarmed ebild,”"—Bmerson. 


“7 OVE would put a new face on this weary old world, 

Marie-Antoinette in the Conclergerie, L in which we dwell as ns and enemies too 

SAYING GRACE AT THE GATE OF ANOTITER LIFE jong; and it would warm the heart to see how fast the 
ON TRE EVE WF HEM BXECU EOS vain diplomacy of Statesmen, the impotence of 
Armies and Navies, and lines of defence would 
le superseded by this unarmed child. Juve 
will ereep where it cannot 604 will accomplish that by 
imperceptible methods —being its own fulcrum, lever 
and power which force could never achieve. 
Have you not seen in the woods, on a late autumn 
morning, a poor fungus or mushroom, a plant without 
any solidity—nay, that seemed nothing but a soft 
mush jelly—by its constant, bold and inconceivable gentle 
pushing, nanage to break its way up through the frosty 
vround, and actually to lift hard crust on its head ? This 
is the symbol of the power of kindness. The 
virtue ef this principle in human society, in application 
to great interests, is obsolete and forgotten. Once 
or twice in history it has been tried, in illustrious 
instanees, with signal sucecss. This great overgrown 
dead Christendom of ours still keeps alive 
at least the name of a lover of mankind. 
But one day all men will be lovers, and every calamity 
will be dissvived in the universal SU e.""— Emerson. 


* Come wealth or want, come good or ill, 
Let young and old accept their part, 
And bow before the Awfal Will, 
‘And bear it with an honest heart. 


© Who misses or who wins the prize, 
Go, lose or conquer as you Can, 
But if you fail, raaan rise. ee 
2» each, pray God, a gentle i 
i aeaee Thackeray. 


“ Unless man ean 
“Sweet h 
“Ge 


As time rolls its ceaseless course, Christmas after Christ- 
mns comes round, and we find our joys and sorrows left 
behind ; so we build up the being that we are, 


What makes a Happy Christmas ? 


Health, and the things we love, and 
those who love us. 


What higher aim can man attain Than 
conquest over human pain? 


EVERY TRAVELLING TRUNK AND HOU6EHOLD 
OUGHT TO CONTAIN A BOTTLE OF 


ENO’S FRUIT SALT.” 


It is not too much to say that its merits have been published, tested and approved literally 
from pole to pole, and that its cosmopolitan popularity to-day presents one of the most signal 
illustrations of commercial enterprise to be found in our trading records. 


J MPORTANT TO ALL LEAVING HOME FOR A CHANGE. —Don't go without a bottle of ENO'S 
“PRUIT SALT.” It ought wo be kept in every bedroom iu readiness for any emergency, It prevents diarrhoea, 


and removes it in the early stages. 


“ From the days of Naaman the simplicity of a remedy often militates against it in the eyes of the ignorant sufferer. 
As the captain of the host of the King of Syria rebelled at the injunction, * Wash and be clean,’ so the dyspeptic of to- 
day, in many instances, treats with contempt a curative agent at once so natural and 80 efficacious as ENO'S 
*‘PRUIT SALT.’ In this case, however, Mr. J.C. ENo may claim to have educated the public mind to an apprecia- 
tive understanding of the remedial virtues possessed by this compound. The labour has been a Herculean one, and has 
met with the recognition so justly due, Did the world stand still but little necessity would exist for dwelling upon the 
special recommendations of ENO’S world-famous ‘FRUIT SALT.’ Its merits have been published, tested aid 
approved from pole to pole, and its popularity to-day presents the most signal illustration of commercial enterprise in 
our trading records. In view of the steady influx of new buyers into all the markets of the world, it is impossible to rest 
on laurels arduously won, and for this reason T have pleasure in again directing the attention of readers of this journal 
to the genuine qualities possessed by Eso’s Saline. Residents in the fever-haunted regions to be found in some of our 
Colonial possessions, travellers at home and abroad, dwellers in the tropics, the bon rirant, no less than the man to whom 
the reeommendation * Kat and be merry’ is a anreasm and a gibe - one and all may be reminded of a remedy that meets 
their special requirements with a success approaching the miraculous."—7¢ Kuronean Mail. 
EYERYTHING BUT THE PLAINEST FOOD DISAGREED WITH ME. —* Onslow Gardens, 
London, S.W., Sept. Loch, Iss2.—Sir, -Allow me_to express my gratitude for the wonderful Preventive of Sick 
Headache you have given to the world in ENO’S ‘FRUIT SALT.’ _ For two years and a half I suffered from sick 
headache.” Five months ago T commenced taking your*PRUIT SALT’ daily, and have not had one headache 
during that time; whereas formerly everything but the plainest food disagreed with me. Lam now almosc indifferent 
as todiet. 1 cannot thank you sufficiently for conferring on me such a benetit,—I am, Sir, yours gratefully, TRUTH.” 


EGYPT. CAIRO. —* Since my arrival in Egypt in August last, I have on three occasions been attacked by fever, 
rom Whieh on the first {lay in hospital for six weeks. The last attacks have been, however, completely repulsed 

rkably short space of time by the use of your valuable * FRUIT SALT,’ wo which I owe my present health, 

ry least, if not my life itself, Heartiest gratitude for my restoration and preservation impels me to add my 

testimony, and in so doing [fect that Lam but obeying the dictates of duty.—Believe me to be, Sir, gratefully yours, 

A CORPORAL, [sth Hussars, May 26th, 1493.—Mnr. J. C. Exo,” 

6 “ i ea hat i FRUIT SALT’ in wy severe uttack of fever, and I have every reason to say I believed it saved my 
fe.—Jd. C. BN, 


[PORTANT TO TRAVELLERS. — We, the untersigned, have for the last four years used ‘FRUIT SALT’ 
during several important Survey Expeditions in the Malay Peninsula, Siam, and Cambodia, and have undoubtedly 
derived very great benefit from it. Tnone in-tanee only was one of our party attacked with fever during that period, 
an! ae happetca afer our supply of ENO'S items SALT’ had ran out. ee making long marches under 
ne powerful ravs of a vertical sun, or travelling through swampy districts, the undersigned have used ENO" 
*FRUIT SALT ' two or three times a day in the following ananer and proportions: At daybreak, two =e Arg 
mixed with the juice of a raw lime and a litde sugar, in a tumbler of water; shortly afterwards a light meal of tea or 
coffee, bread and fruit; about midday one smb spoonful with raw lime juice and water ; and before retiring for the 
night, another teaspoonfal in water. The * FRUIT SALT,’ used as aforesaid, acts as a gentic aperient, keeps the 
blood cool and healthy, and wards off fever, The undersigned have pleasure in voluntarily testifying to the value of 
Your preparation, and our firm belief in its efficacy. We never go into the jungle without it, and have also recommendet 
it to others. Yours truly, Commander A.J, Loris, F.RG.S , his Siamese Majesty's Hydrographer ; E.C. DAVIDSON, 
Superintendent Siamese Government Telegraphs.—Bangkok, Siam, May, 1883.—J. C. ENv, Esq., London.” 2 


The Secret of Success. Sterling Honesty of Purpose, without it 
Life is a Sham. 


*A new invention ts brought before the public, and commands success. A score of abominable imitations are 
dminediately introduced by the unscruplous, who, in copying the original closely enough to deceive the public, and yet 
hot so exactly as to infringe upon legal rights, exercise aw ingenuity that, employed in an original channel, could not 
fail to secure reputation and protit."—A DAMS, 


CAUTION. —Exramine each Rottle, and see that the Capsule ts marked ENO'S “FRUIT SALT” 
have been tmpose Lon by a iwortiless tmitation, SOLD BY ALL CHEMISTS. 


Prepared only at ENO'S ‘FRUIT SALT” Works, Hatcham, London, S.E., by J.C. ENO'S PATENT 


BREAKFAST—SUPPER. 7 


EPPS’S 


GRATEFUL—COMFORTING. 


COCOA 


BOILING WATER OR MILK. 


The Curse of Revenge, 
Lost to Human Aid. 


Without it you 


(Christmas, 1891, 
SWISS 


NESTLE ase MILK 


FOR CHRISTMAS 


Will help you to get a Good Cup of 
COFFEE, TEA, or COCOA. 


Will Improve your CUSTARDS and PUDDINGS. 
NESTLE’S SWISS MILK THE RICHEST IN CREAM, 


BROOME’S:MUSIC) 


SEE THAT THE NAME IS ON EVERY COPY. 
FULL SIZE CORBECT , No. PIANOFORTE. 
EDITIONS, 473 Athalie re March. (Mendels- 


AND PRINTED ON sohn.) 
LEN 486 Ruby Shottische (H. Wilson), 
- s nD za eer B05 Ould Ireland Quadrille. ; 


606 Mello Waltz, 

509 Roses Waltz. 

511 Marjorie Polka. 

512 Tout a Ja Joie Polka. 

513 Golden West Shottische. 

517 Whispers of the Tree-tops, 

522 Cloches du Monastere. 

527 Old Gold Polka (very pretty). 
633 Ivanhoe Grand March, 

539 Serenade de Anges. 

540 Tripping Through the Meadows, 
Dt2 Christmas Bells March. 

544 Silvery Echoes (Blake). 

545 Grand March — (Do). 

557 Bogie Mau Waltz. 

563 Bogie Man Shottische. [ Melodies, 
564 big A Lancers ron Popular 
568 Diver (in F). et Price List (56 pages), 9 970 Maggie Murphy's Waltz, 

569. aes Mita’ Home. Post Free, 8d. ee eee 571 March of the Goblins Blue(lively ) 


HOLBORN MUSIC STORES, 15 HIGH HOLBORN, LONDON, E.C. 


Music of every Publisher Kept in Stock. Also a Large and Varied Selection of Musical Instruments. 
(Established 1845.) How to Learn“ THE BANJO IN 8 EASY LESSONS,” Post Free, 1s. (Established 1-45 ) 


SS ees > aed aie 


No. BONGS. 

410 Who's that Calling so Sweet? 
$11 Song that Reached my Heart, 
471 Arab’s Farewell to His Favourite 
475 What will youdo, Love? (Steed. 
476 White Squall. 

484 Where the Sea Breaks on the 
490 Down by the Ferry. [Shore. 
491 Knight's Return, 

495 Teddy O'Neale. 

499 Time's Wings (Waltz Song). 

528 Bogie Man, 

529 Rock a Bye Babs. 

530 Soldier and a Man, 

531 Clementine, 

532 Climbing up de Golden Stairs. 
534 Peek-a-boo (Baby Boy). 

536 Johnny, Get your Gun. (shore. 
537 Gathering Shells from the Sea- 
562 There is a Tavern in the Town, 
566 Gipsy Countess (Vocal Duet). 
567 Diver (in K flat), 


43 copies, 2/- 


Catalogues Post Free, or 
the Stores’ Bound Illustra- 


STARTLING 
DISCOVERY! 


re a Puts an end 

Rg to Washing - Day 

Worries. VENUS Soap 
Saves Money, Time and 
Labour. Can be used in the 
ordinary way for all household 
purposes. Delights Everybody! TRY IT! 


Bright Metal, 6d. the Rox of 4. 
Imitations, absolutely useless, are offered. 
See that the words “ HINDES’ PATENT” are 


on the box. 
Of all Dealers, or Sample 7 Stamps, of 
Htspea, Ltp., Birmingham, 
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ALLY SLOPER’S CHRISTMAS HOLIDAYS. 


Firm Wesoloe! 


A. SLOPER, having wished everyone a “ Merry Christmas and a 
Happy New Year” over and over again, until everyone was 
thoroughly eick of it, slumbered peacefully. Although the Welkin 

had rung con- 
siderably above 
the average, the 
Old ‘Un slept 
the sleep of the 
peaceful and the 
uniuvebriated. At 
regular intervals 
the midnight air 
was rent with 


AMAA weird and dismal 
Wi! sounds, The 

wt uninitiated in the 

. traditions of Mil- 


dew Court would 
have stood petri- 
fied in their 
boots with fear; 
but not so with 
the SLOPER Fa- 
mily, ney knew 
jolly well there 
was no danger in 
i} ee those sepulchral 

. ; es and unearthly 
rows, It was merely The Fabric snoring. In the intervals between 
the snores the Friend of Man filled up the time by dreaming. He 
dreamt that “1892” appeared to him in all her youthful beauty, and 
brought with her Sunshine, Joy and Happiness. “ This isall right,” 
thought SLOPER ; so he snored. Then he ureamt that Prosperity 
attended him in the New Year, and that his brow was unclouded 
hv domestic troubles and impecuniosity. “That's a good beginning, 
anyhow,” thought A. SLOPER, 80 he snored again. Then he dreamt 
that “ALLY SLOPER'’s HALF-Houipay,” which constitutes a 
itailway Accident Life Policy for £150, which contains 50 Ori inal 
iictures each week and a host of comic stories and peragrap sin 
proseand verse never before published, and which can had for the 
ridiculously small sum of One Penny all over the United Kingdom, 
row and grew in popularity as each week’s number came out until 


it reached the Goal of his Ambition, a circulation of Five Hundred | 
Thousand Copies weekly. “That's good enough for me,” thought | 


the Mildewed One; so he snored once more. An unusually loud 
oue this time. Very soon after this Mrs, Sloper aroused The Fabric ; 
she said she conldn't stand “them enores” any longer. Perhaps 
it's as well for posterity that shc did wake him, for A. SLOPER was 
so impressed with what he had dreamt that he made a solemn 
alfred-davit there and then to make “ALLY SLOPER’s HALF- 
iloLipAy,” every Saturday, One Penny, better and more amusin 
than ever, Gentle Reader, we want you please just to put the Ol 
Man to the test. Commence with January 2nd, 1892, and buy 
“ALLY SLOPER'’S HALF-HoLIDAY” each week. If for no other 
reason, it would be curivus to see if the Josser sticks to his vow. 


pee gga 
GX bristmas. 

TiME of frivolity, pleasure and jollity, 
Time of good cheer and good will ; 

Season of pleasure, of fun without measure, 
What though the weather be chill. 

Season for kisses from coy little misses, 
Snatched ‘neath the mistletoe bough ; 

Time when all sadness is banished, and gladness 
Alone reigns supreme, you'll allow. 

pba eee 


antomime as it Should Be. 


“OuR theatre isatheatre. Is our manager going to be knighted? 
I should jolly well guess so. . 

“That man’s enterprise is 80 great, he won't have a mistake in the 
slizhtest detail. He has invested forty thousand thick ‘uns in the 
famous Poppetaire silk stocking factory, where none but women 
aire em Javed, 

~ Well, everyone likes things to fit them properly ; at that factory 
you can have your stockings spun round you by machinery, so that 
there sha’n’t be as much as a crease. 

“You remarked that when Miss Laura Evergood was dancing in 
the Pas de Quatre, that she had the neatest shoes and ankles you 
had ever seen ; that cost our manager—that single pair—at least a 
hundred pounds, Return first, train de luxe to Lyons, with special 
maid to accompany Miss Laura Evergood. Two days in Lyons to 
await her turn in waiting on the manageress, Tips to be given to 
tie manageress, designeress, and workwomen, and machinestess. A 
week to wait nigh by at Monte Carlo while the stockinga were 
linished off, All hotel expenses paid by our manager. said a 
hundred pounds—nigher ¢:.o hundred and fifty 2 great deal. 

“| hate to exaggerate about anything, that’s why I put the figures 
down so low, 

* All this is as true as there’s a nose on your face.” 

* 


* * * * * 
But at this remark the other took off a false nose, and immedi- 
ately handed the other a handsomely caparisoned milk jug, 


a4» DON’T look so offended, 

‘ fo 59 sweet cousin, 

What could a poor blue 
jacket do? 


‘s-$o2 Lf there's justice on earth or in 
} heaven, 
The blame will be laid on you. 


What right, I should like to 
know, had you 
To stand upon tiptoe so high, 
With deft fairy fingers to 
fasten 
The mistletoe when I was by? 


Did you eal suppose an old 
Iruic 
With sickle of gold, and all 


that, 
Could have looked at your 
crimson mouth parted 
And not takeadvantage—the 
flat? 
Andif I had missed the occasion 
Which the kind Fates had 
: placed in my way, 
Don't you think, cousin 
= mine, I should bea [say? 
Disgrace to my cloth, so to 


Besides, here’s the moral—so, listen— 
When people set et and are caught 

In the scheme planned so neatly for others ; 
Now! don't you deserve what you got? 


Bes! 


ea Nien coe LRT 0 
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G@bristmas Crumbs. 

A TIDE that has its waits—Yule tide. Recipe for a Christmas 
pudding.—Candi(v)d_ opinion, an Irishman’s raisons, crumbs of 
comfort, sugar of lead, literary spice, current events, Boil with in- 
dignation, The day for pugilists.—Boxing Iny. 

a é_}_{j_ eh tS eee Se 
“Our eves would weep, 
Our hearts would bleed.” 


ALLY SLOPER’S 


CHRISTMAS APPEAL 


For the Destitute Poor of London, 


Here's Father Christmas again!—Christmas, that  tivo- 
faced old scamp who brings joy aul happiness to some 
and sickness andl despair to others. But we mustr’t blame 
the old chap, for he can't help it ; it’s the way of the world. 
Let’s be charitable even to Father Christmas. Without a 
hard frost and plenty of snow Christmas Day would lose half 
its charm to many of us. With a blazing fire on the hearth 
and loving faces around us, and plenty to cat and drink, 
the cold outside seems to be almost a neressary part of the 
Festivity. But then, we must remember we are not the whole 
world. There are thousands outside in the cold—men, 
women and children ; some who have never known any 
other condition than poverty and semi-starvation all their 
lives; others whe 
through sheer ill luck 
have been reduced to 
the lowest depths; 
others again who, 
alas! have erred, and 
who have in conse- 
guence hal to pay a 
life-long penalty for 
their sins. But awe 
don't want to pick 
,and choose: tf a 
. man’s starving, and 
half acrown will help 
him on his way, let’s 
give it him with all 
our hearts. Kind 
Reader, you know 
what Storer wants ; 
he wants your “ Help- 
ing Hand.” He wants 
you to bear in mind 


aa that at some period of | 


our lives nearly all of us hace requred a “Helping Hand” ; 
not necessarily tn the shape of money, but in times of trouble 
or mental and bodily suffering—the “Helping Hand” of 
advice andl consolation from our friends, The poor souls 
on whose behalf A. Storer now pleads have no Sriends to 
look to, unless it be the Great Big Heart of the British 
Public. Storer feels sure you will give according to your 
means, as in former years ; the smallest or the largest coin 
of the realm will be equally qratefully received, Sulserip- 
tions, no matter how small, will be acknowledged week by 
week in “ALLY Stoper’s Havr-Houipay,” and the distrt- 
bution of the moneys rill commence on Saturday, Decem- 
ber 19th. The Proprictor of “ALLY Stoper’s Haur-Hot- 
pay” has headed the list with £25, and Sioper confi- 
dently leaves the result in the hands of his ever indulgent 
readers. Please address, 
Mr. GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“ALLY SLOPER’S CHRISTMAS APPEAL,” 
“The Sloperies,” 99 Shoe Lane, 
Fleet Street, London, E.C, 
ene 


Fthe Heyelping Teyand. 


In happy homes, where hearts are blithe, 
And eyes are bright and feet are lithe, 
The tranquil mind cau scarce a tithe 
Conceive or understand 
Of pains that rack the want worn frame, 
And steep the sutferer’s soul in shame, 
And for the poor in winter claim 
The outstretched Helping Hand! 
For Hunger, rife with baleful pans, 
And Sickness, with remorseless fangs, 
Are rampant : and the death bell’s clangs 
Erelong throughout the land 
More loud than Christmas chimes will sound, 
Unless, with sympathy profound, 
We to the poor who hem us round 
Stretch out the Helping Hand! 


Our eyes would weep, our hearts would biecd, 
The smile would from our lips rece-le, 
Were we in want-wrecked homes decreed 
Bat for an hour to stand ; 
So, while our Yule Log brightly glows, 
Gop warm our hearts, that we to those 
On whose (rail frames the chill wind blows 
May stretch a Helping Hand! 


——— -—-= = 


“NNT bat Wo Vou 


Jubilee. Did vou hang your socks out for Father Christmas to 
fill when you were a boy, father? 

The Eminent, Certainly, my child, and always found them 
loaded with good things. 

Jubilee, Wumph; if your “plates o’ meat” werelanything like 
the size they are now, the old chap must have had all his work cut 
out to anything like til ’em, [ bet. [Shricks, 


“@Onuly Feast Wrigot!” 
A ROMANCE OF THE NURSERY, 
TIME — Nearly Bedtime on Christmas Beening. 
Sung by MASTER ToMMY and Miss THERESA (cousirs), 


MASTER TomMy :— 
ONLY last night you 
were happy, 
Playing the devil 
with nurse ; 
Chummy and. nice 
with a chappie— 
Now youare quite 
the reverse, 
Merry and wild was 
your play, dear ; 
Loud was your 
laugh beyond 
range ! 
Naught on your 
mind seemed to 
_ Weigh, dear ; 
Now, what a ter- 
rible change ! 
Silent and sad-eyed 
with dolly 
Sittest thou there, 
such a sight ! 
And you were so aw- 
fully jolly 
Only, my darling, 
last night ! 


Miss THERESA: — 
Tommy, don’t mind if I’m fretful, 
Bear with me, cross though I be. 
Decm me not wholly forgetful 
Of all of your kinduess to me ! 
Only last night I was perky. 
No, love; ve naught on my mind ; 
The weight of plum pudding and turkey 
Is felt lower down, dear, | tind ! 
Tommy, love, chide me no longer, 
Give usa chance to get right! 
Wait till I'm better and stronger— 
Remember, ‘twas only Jast night! 


—_+-——_ 


FAlly’s Alnswers to Er brisimas 
GZ*orrespondents. 


NEAR he SHELF.—Hang mistletoe freely about, and don't be too 
varticular, 

THREE Montus A Wipow.—Don't begin todespair already ; take 
“ipdg offered to “ Near the Shelf.” Well, really, you ought to 

now! 

SpieD Upox.—We cannot advise you. Moreover, judging by the 
intoxicated look of your capital letters, we are strongly of opinion 
that the “snakes in the grass” you complain of are really nothing 
more than snakes in your boots, 

T—TOTALLY BLIND.—There was no harm in charging your glass, 
but you shouldn't have charged the butler, Drink as many bum- 
pers as you like, but don’t bump a drinker, 

A PERPLEXED MOTHER.—Pray dou't be alarmed. The symptoms 
are very common, Doubtless, after acouple of weeks’ starvation, 
your dear children will reassume their ordinary size. Perfect 
symmetry in children during the Festive Season is an unknown 
effect. Put them to bed until they fit their clothes again, 

THE OTHER RIVAL.—It was not Ais fault that she preferred 
dancing more with him than with you, nor is he to be blamed 
for having taken advantage of the suspended shrub's presence 
“more than once.” Call him out if you like ; but dueling, you 
know, is not at all funny. We do net know of any “quict spot 
suitable for the purpose” in our country, so cannot help you, 
Most of our fields have notice boards in them to this effect :— 
“ Rubbish must not be shot here.” 

Ilovsew1Fe.—Perhaps you used Battle's Vermin Killer in mistuke 
for spice, You must be more careful with your next pudding— 
and your next husband ! 

HUSBAND 1N DisTRESS.—Serves you jolly well right for going 
there. Behind the scenes at the pantomime is no place fora 
husband—unless his wife happens to be oneof the “girls.” Then 
it is, perlisipa, advisable; but otherwise—well, there! “You've 

et it, and you know what you can do,” as Jenny Ifill says, 
Jon't ask we, 

IN THE BLUES.—That is your fault, for not having purchased a 
copy of “ ALLY SLOPER’S CHRISTMAS HOLIDAYS.” Better buy 
yourself out at once, and join the ranks of our Great Army of 

leaders, 


FA EFanily WMoast. 
HERE’s health to the wt 


ladies, God bless 


‘em ! 
Here's health to the ‘ 
men of their hearts, 
Here's health to dear 
Tootsie aud Nellie, 
And the rest of the 
fair *Frivy” tarts. 
Hlere’s health to the 
Laird and the Elder, 
Here’s health to Me- 
Snatchum and Swine, 
Here's health to fair Tootsie, 
let’s drink it 
In brimming up bumpers 
of wine. 
Here’s health to the fair 
Evelina, 

OF every soirée the belle, 
Here's health to Aunt 
Geeser, poor creature ! 

And old Unele Boftin as 


well, 
Here's health to the Loy 
Alexandry, % 
To stout Mrs, S, and the 
twins, 
Here's health to Bill Higgins, at large still, 
In spite of his numerous sins, 
Here's health to the Jew, [ky Moses, 
Here's health to MeGooseley the wot, 
Here's health to old Suatceher and Toddles, 
In fact, here's the health of the lot. 
And now fill your giusses anew, boys, 
No heeltaps allowed to this tuast, 
For it's ALLY we're drinking tu now, boys, 
So Pm sure that yow ll hyuour it most, 
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ALLY SLOPER'S CHRISTMAS HOLIDAYS. [Christmas, 1891. 


ON BOXING MORNING. | 


| C sone | 
t Anat | 

G008e. CLuB | | 
Ihfitmice wae { 
' | 


y YALL Prize 


THE McGOOSELEY GOOSE CLUB. 
A splendid instimtion this, Birds as fat as laths and as 

tender as old boots, Your tyke, if well trained, will take them 

home, providing he ean yet his teeth into ‘em. 


A vast number of boots, hootjacks, brushes, eomts 
and other articles were found outside the abote of 
Count: Floppington on Christmas morning, wineh to 
the astonishment of the neighbourhood, The above 
depicts the cause. 
eee 


= 


Maud (on bank, frightfully jealous. The lady who is skating ts the subject of conversation). How 
shocking it would be if she were to go in, dear! 

Ethel (on bank, equally jealous), Dreadful, wouldn't it ? 

Maud. But it would serve her right, though. 


Ethel. Of courso it would, dear! | GETTING READY THE XMAS DINNER 


Ye barons old were brave and bold, 
Such appetites had they 

They cared not for dyspeptic flends, 
tnt feasted night and day. 


RTRAIT. 


“Abgund ” 002d); but Shudkuyer 
wos J turned Us ener 
sumid to {Ale ME - 


oh ys tad Ubi yn , — 
ul ‘ Pela 4: en wns, 
‘wham J ~happumad fo glames at tha porbrauk of the 
Wicked Earl. Curious F One yo f 4 
Contract , buggesing oa nae 


“ tlappiness o'er ice to scamper, 
Result— immer and a damper.” 
A. SLoren, Moet, Licensed and Muzzled, 


= * - 


Trim geod gracious 


eras et "a Tham mag Pm 
o BD estes i 
peat hans = The ei ua fool Ond 
with og yum ge nad ma ito Ur ploc, = 
Arw Chautmras .ofd G wth fear,” wi he om. Ck bad nase 
Cok” F sack i neers learns eon db ud & Driaurng 3 Hs Nau - SD sword 
— go frome ,Kied Mma sowa.g ely — ag ond ord, demaes IK gray 
—_ a 7 as ieee en eee 
A HINT TO ADVERTISERS. \ NO ANSER! 


(Which they are at perfect liberty to mtttize) 


bh 
he, ** ., % . 
ai ee 
OA FETCANAS 
PILLS 
erry A guint hy 


Clown. I'm your husband, ain't 1? 
Ada, Yes, of course you ure! Ye Ancient Baron Fitzeuff and Collar 


Clown. Well, when’ discussing mistletoe again with the 
awite: don't explain our rektloust wae only travernal, like you SLOPER, a regular korfdropin ye court =| = Why not put something useful in boubone. suitable to the 
did on Christmas Eve—see ! | of Richard of ve lion heart. ! season, instead of the everlasting paper caps, ete. ? 


| 
| 
Adolpiies. Here is the goose, vet. 
| Augusta. Thanks, dear ; but how is it that Talways 
think of yon when T see a goose ? 


891. Christmas, 1891.) ALLY SLOPER'S CHRISYMAS HOLIDAYS. 


« ie 
Skibbing, Fapping, 
Pigs rhe nvaete Lamb 
Sogay, all the dry, 
You may See lam — 


O, isnt it yjally, 
when down by the sea, 

With bare {ect fo poodle, 

quiteup foone’s Knee - 


LN) 


=, combs 
abate of 
minel te 
we ibove 


ON THE ADVANTAGE OF TEMPERANCE. 


Farmer Barleytank. Whoa! Steady! Bysosh!'f Pd been fool 
enough to take ‘nother bottle with those clips, as they wanted, L 
sh'd ‘a been chucked out that time for a dead cert.! He, he! 


Sliding. gliding, 
Ont oe 3 
witht or Rel, 
Or Jack,or Bob, 
It ts sonice, you know. 


And then, dont you Know, 
The women glance ~$0) 


At the Swell of the 
Autumn Man@uvres- 


AVTVN 


“The dorg (espeshully the cellerbrated * Snatcher’ breed) is the 
Most sergashusest of animals there is, and, as a general rule, knows 
wot's wot more than anyother,"— E.ectract from “ Sloper’s Natural 
History,” Vol. 2, Chap, 26, lage 33. 


“If there is one thing I'm fond of, it’s Girls."—A. SLOPER, aftcr Dinner. 


BEHIND THE SCENES. HICELSIOR! 


7 sot 


S Drant yer mn 
frock ‘om b might 
Then Coch 

> Wal My | ef 2 
at em Uo’ 
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“ And from his lips escaped a groan "— 
“ (Hic)celsior.” 


A SEASONABLE ORANGE-MENT. 


AFTER THE CHRISTMAS DINNER. 
Tommy's visit to the Iand of Indigestion. 


Boxing night at Sunger’s. 


FULLY ENGAGED. 


i] 
. | Irreverent interruption by youthful Philistines ut the very 
First Fair One, What a really splendid dancer Mr, Roozington is,ishenot? | The C athe , . volte! ; moment when Robert had reached the critical rv 
+ Se ahve Wake re The . e Curate (rather mashed), And what is your favourite flower, Miss Mabel ? a n hen rt had reached the eritical part of the story 
that Talways GL icine very sorry he could only give me one waltz. He is engaged ie fon pole : pel Rie Ot wet none Har th a Rowers c watm ft o tackle and arrested, single handed, six armed and 
Second Fair One. He's quite right; he is—in the refreshinent room. [Vo carda, glars. 
" ress P44 A bes ETD AM lh DORM BI : ae alti geo si cadena pores ReanaaRanne Nat aitel Aisdyae anes - 
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ALLY SLOPERS CHRISTMAS HOLIDAYS. 


Fact avd Fane. 
THE CHRISTMAS NUMBER, THE HARD. TARD WORLD, 
IpraL. Tur REAL, 


“Tot said old Moneybags, 


“sneha blustering, beastly 
night. Talk 
about Merry 


Christmas: 
what right has 
anyone to be 
merry on of 
night like this, 
whohasn'tany 
money) Serve 
them right 
who haven't 
had the sense 
to save it up! 
Ugh! whe 
threw that?” 
At this mo- 
ment, Mr. + 
Monevbags 
gok a not par- 
tienlirly warn 
snowball into 
his left ear.” 
“Please, 
ir,” anid 
hroddy Smith, 
“1 did; but 
filid net mean 
to hit you with 
it.” 

Moneyba ga 
looked into 
the clear blue 
honest eve of the youth, 


2 


There 
was an air of noble trathful- 
ness about him which teld that 


he was not of the streets. 

“Yon didn't mean it! Ugh! 
how did it comeabont, then, that 
it hit me in the ear?” 

“Oh, please, | was taking the 
snowball to my little brother 
Johnny. He is sick, and can- 
not get out of bed, and he likes 
to play with a snowball, He 
enddles it all night in’ his 
hosom, he does, And, please, it 
waa jerked out of my hand.” 

Monevbags looked at the 
manly little lad, Visions of 
George Washington and the 
cherry-tree roamed through his 
memory, The trath is always 
sweet to the most hardened, 
aud his heart melted towards 
the boy, though he hardened 
the scowl on his face, Turning 
to the little fellow again, he 
said— 

“L must see abont this; 1 
must ask your father about 

“Please, father is dead.” 

“Then, take me to 
mother.” 

“She is sick, too; but come 
with me,” 

Pulling up his muffler and 
turning up the collar of his 
warm creat-coat.old Money bays 
followed the boy for about a 
quarter of an hour, when they 
reached a large, shabby looking 
house in one of the lower 
quarters of thecity, Here they 
were admitted by the landlady, 
and, after ascending eighteen 
stairs, the boy opened a door 
and led his companion into a 
clean, but humbly furnished 
room, Fora moment Money 
bags’ eves were dazzled by 
the ghire of a) three-farthing 
dip. As soon as he could 
see clearly, he found himself 
face to face with a pale. sad 
looking woman, | Something 
made his heart beat as he 
looked at the woman, Slowly 
anawakening memory was fully 
aroused, He saw before him 
the woman whose refusal to 
marry him had condemned 
him to remain a bachelor, and 
she had evidently recognized 
him, 

“Sarah Jane!” he exclaimed, 

“Peter Moneybags !” 
sighed. 

“You 
are not 
happy. 
Your pov: 
erty and 
evident 
misery 
touches 
my heart ; 
[> conld 
have al- 
most 
wished to 
have the 
vengeance 
of seeing 
you thus, 
because 
you pre- 
ferred 
Smith— 
but no! 
I love you 
still, Be 
mine,” 

* * * 

Freddy 
is now 
happy, 
and is to 

ro to col- 
rae as 
soos he 
nasees the sixth standard : and 
itt: Johnny has a nice fresh 
snowball tocuddle to his bosom 
every evening, 


your 


“TTA, ha! nice seasonable 


weather,” laughs old Snigsbs,.98 


he toddles 
homewards 
along the 
street, 
stamping, 
at tines, 
to shake off 
the clumps 
of snow 
which cling 
to the soles 
sof his 
boots, 

“Nice 
seasonable 
weather, 
As soon as 
1 get to the 
‘Cat and 
Fiddle’ V'll 
have a 
strong, 
comforting 
go of rum 
hot; it’s 
justthe 
thing tv 
makeaman 
feel nice on 
a night like 
this, Hul- 
Jo!—oh !” 

OLL Snigsby’s heels had shot 
out rapidly,and he had assumed 
n sitting posture with a hollow 
grunt. 

“Oh, dear! have you fallen?” 
said a nice little boy. 

“Well, yon don't think I 
wonld sit down like that for fun, 
do youl” asked Snigsby, 

“TIL assist you to your 
feet.” 

“Thank you,” said Snigsby. 

Slowly Snigsby assumed the 
perpendicular, and, as he. still 
felt shaky, he kept a hold of 
the boy's shoulder. 

“Have you far to go?” asked 
the boy. 

“Oh, no; only a small bit— 
as faras the ‘Cat and Fiddle," 

“Then, lean on my shoulder 
till you get there ; you may ship 
again.” 

“Thanks, boy ; 
good lad.” 

“Oh, | know wot’s o'clock 

© Are you at schout ?” 

“Nary aschouol, Wot do you 
take me for?” 

“ Have vou a sick mother?” 

“ Well, she was sick, very sick, 
afore they ran her in for being 
tirht last time; they took the 
stomach pump to her because 
she had a overdose of gin.” 

“Ah, this is very sad. Ts 
there nothing 1} could do to 
reward you for your kindness in 
assisting me!” 

“Oh, cheese it, old bloke; I 
ean look after number one!” 

“Yes, ves. my boy, you look 
like a lad who will get on in the 
work.” 

“You bet, guv'nor; Tama 
bit tly.” 

“Tere is the ‘Cat and Fiddle,’ 
Stay, and bowill give vou a six- 
pence for your trouble, if you 
will be good cnough to wait a 
minute.” 

“Oh, dont mention it; 1 
could not think of taking any- 
thins.” 

And before Mr, Snigsby could 
get off his warm woollen 
mittens to obtain a sixpeuce to 
reward the boy, the noble youth 
was round the corner of the 
street, and completely out of 
sight. 

Mr. Snigsby entered the “Cat 
and Fiddle,* sat down snugly 
before the roaring fire in the 
bar parlour, aud ordered hot 
ruin and 
sugar for 
one, A8 
the waiter 
mixed the 
comfort: 
ing liquid, 
Snigsby 
thought 
of the 
noble 
magnan- 
imity of 
“that little 
street boy. 
Ile hoped 
he might 
meet him 
again, and 
that he 
would 
have op- 
portunity 
of reward. 
ing him. 
The hope 
grew con- 
siderably 
stronger 
when the 
waiter had 
eet the 
rum hot 
before 
him: for when he searched his 
pockets for his purse, he found 
jt was gone, That nice little boy 
had looked after Number Une, 


you are a 


’ ; , 
Fxobve’s Weabour Tost. 
THe PE-ONEER OF PIE-ETY Eats Too Mucu PIE, AND 
BECOMES CHEEKY IN CONSEQUENCE, 
ALL in the merry Christmas tide, 
‘As SLOPER on hia rambles hied, 
‘A beauteons damsel he espied. 
Sing, ho for the Christmas pie! 
Her fairy form was lithe and light, 
Her cheeks were red, her hands were white, 
Her goggles gleamed divinely bright. 
Sing, hey for a bonnie black eye ! 
Now, SLorer, in a certain spot 
Beneath his snow white vest, has got 
Of Christmas dainties quite a lot. 
Sing, ho for the Christmas pie! 
And, sportive grown with spicy fare, 
He Sally could not help but stare 
Upon that bright eved maiden rare, 
Sing, hey fora bonnie black eve! 


“Ty Daniel Cupid's help,” thought he, 
“This dainty duck shall come with mu 
To Mildew’s cosy bower to tea.” 
Sing, ho for the Christmas pic ! 
“And there I through the evening laze, 
And fondly, sweetly, proudly gaze 
Vpon those orbs that brightly blaze i 
Sing, hey for a bonnie black cyet 


Then coaxingly he cooed : “T wish 
Yoush cumsh wish me, ums pretehy mish, 
An’ helpsh me cleansh er Krishmish dish!” 
Sing, ho for the Christmas pie! 
The maid outstretched her arms so white, 
And SLoper's peepers, left and right, 
A hideous plaster wore that night. 
Sing, hey for a blooming black eye! 


——$—++ 


FL SHbristmas Winner. 


IT was three days before Christmas, and Dick Diddleton and his 
pal Sam Swindleham were seated in the little room they enjoyed in 
common. Dick had a letter in his hand, and, as he finished reading 
it, Sam inquired, “ Well, what does your old Dad say ?” 

“ He says that he has sent me all the money he ever means to,” 
answered Dick, mournfully, “and that if | want a Christmas dinner 
I had better work for it like he has to.” 

‘And then these two young ornaments to society groaned as 
though the cruel words had eaten into their very hearts, . 

Silence reigned in the little room for some minutes, and then’Dick 
suddenly jumped up, exclaiming, “T have it, Sam! We'll havea 


‘ll MI frosaecos ise 11 
ql 


iN, 
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Christmas dinner now, or T'll know the reason why.” And then, 
sitting down by his friend, he whispered to him fora few minutes, 
“All right,” cried Sam, “I'm in it, old man; 1 li do my share.” 


* * * * * * 

Mr. Griper Grippard kept a cigar and tobacco shop, but report 
said that he made more of his money by lending small sums at 
exorbitant interest to medical students, and other young men who 
were in want of a little “temporary assistance.” 

Dick Diddleton, who had been a good customer to Mr. Grippard 
in both branches of his profession, had just purchased an 
ounce of “bird'seye,” and was walking towards the door, when, 
suddenly returning, he placed an old and mouldy looking book 


upon the counter, saying, “ Would you mind taking care of this 
book for me until to-morrow, Mr. Grippard?” 

“Certainly, sir,” replied Grippard, who was always polite to 
those who were not in his debt. 

“Take every care of it, please,” added Dick, as he turned to 
leave the shop, “for it isa very valuable old book. It is worth 
over ten pounds, only Pm not going straight home, and I might 
lose it, so you'll be careful of it, won't you? Me 

* Le * * * * 
About two hours later, Sam Swindleham, who was a stranger to 
Grippard, entered the shop and ordered an ounce of “returns.” 
While the old man was weighing it out, he caught sight of the old 
book on the shelf behind the counter, “Hallo!” he exclaimed, 
“what have you got there? it looks like something good, May 1 
see it fora minute?” 

“I'm only taking care of it fora customer,” answered Grippard, 
“but he says it’s worth over ten pounds.” * * 

“By Jove!” cried Sam, as he hurriedly turned over the leaves 
of the ancient volume, “it isa first edition! Ten pounds, eh!” 
and he put his fingers in his waistcoat retlectively, “ Humph! 1 
shouldn't mind giving you eight for it.” 

“It isn't mine, sir,” said Grippard, his eyes flashing avariciously 
as he spoke. “But 1 daresay | could make some arrangement 
with the young gent it belongs to.” 

“Very well, then, 1 will call to-morrow evening,” observed Sam ; 
“T cannot leave it any later, as | am going out of town for 
Christmas; and, remember, | wou’t give any more than eight 
pounds,” * * * * * 

“I’ve called for my book, Mr. Grippard,” said Dick. 

“Oh, yes, sir, certainly,” t aeeaned aid old man, “Ly the way, 
would you care about selling it?” 

“Well, | don't know,” replicd Dick, slowly ; “how much would 
you give me for it?” 

“Well, the coverisall gone. But, there, Ul give you four pounds.” 

“Why, it’s worth ten! But, there! Christmas is coming, and I 
can do with a little pocket money ; make it five and it’s yours.” 

Grippard paid the money over the counter, and the book was his. 


* * * * * * 
Grippard had been in possession of the valuable old book fo: 
over a fortnight, but the young gentleman, who had offered eight 
pounds for it had not called again ; so one day he trotted down to 
a friend of his in Holywell Street, who was in the book line, and, 
showing him the volume, inquired, “* How much is that worth?” 
Hlis friend looked at it, opened it, and replied, “ About a 
ha'penny a pound with the cover of "— ttt! 
* * * * * * 
And, after a glorious Christmas dinner, Dick Diddleton actually 
had the audacity to rise and propose the health of Mr. Griper 
Grippard, which was drunk with the utmost enthusiasm, 


(Christmas, 1891. 
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Fhe Pantomime rine, 5 
A RiapsopYy AND A REVULSION. Coe 
1 KNOW there's a glare in my eye OxEe 
Suggestive of riut and devilment, Sea 
I mutter—ejaculate—sigh— Whe 
And goin for gloomand dishevelment; tot 
And reason is leaving me, since 1 slun 
I’ve ceased to submit to the laws of it— cha 
A beautiful pantomime prince tive 
You'll tind the responsible cause Aud 
of it. of 
A beautiful pantomime prince, And F 
I've seen her—and sighed ever Que 
since, dor 
A posery, hosery, Mal 
Figure disclosery, ‘| me 
Exquisite pantomime prince. 4 eee 
You'll notice me shunningthe crowd— : thi: 
Except in the pit and the gallery — And 
(Young ladies consider me prond. “thi 
And guess they've been raising my hea 
salary !) f 
A taste for the play I evince, 1 a 
And give up my fortune and fame eu 
for it— 
That beautiful pantomime prince 
Is wholly and solely to blame 
for it. 
A beautiful pantomime prince, 
Much sweeter than pies made 
of mince, 
A glance about, dance about, 
Something of France about, 
Ravishing pantomime prince. 
Oh, satin and velvet and lace 
Comprising the exquisite rig of her! 
Oh, violet tint on her face ! 
The bangles! the necklace ! the wig of her! 
Her scent! (It’s “erab-apple” and “quince,” 
And dozens of bottles she’s got of them )— 
Oh, beautiful pantomime prince 
1 wish J was one, or the lot of them! 
Oh, beautiful pantomime prince, 
Your graces do make a chap wince, 
You jocular, ocular, 
Raise the binocular, 
Kittenish pantomime prince. j 
No longer I'll suffer this smart, 
This night I'll intlict a short note on her ; 
I'll offer my hand and my heart, . 
Describing the way that 1 dote on her. % 
The offer is sure to convince, 
The heart in her bosom will thump at it ; 
The beautiful Fpntomine prince 
Is pretty well certain to jump at it. 
The beautiful pantomime prince, 
So sweet in her contour and tiuts ! 
The weddable, edible, 
Almost incredible 
Jluggable pantomime prince ! 
* * * * * 
What's this? a refusal! The minx! MA 
My note is “enough, and to spare of me 4 Wore 
She don't like the style?) And she thinks whet 
My friends “ought to take better care of me”? the to 
Let me tell her, the monkey, that, since Ma 
She thinks of my heart but to batter it, was a 
A seventh-rate pantomime prince A fe 
Is scarcely the person to shatter it. latter 
A chit of a pantomime prince! breed. 
My hands of the creature | riuse. fare, ¢ 
An impudent, malapert, Mr. 
Tedious, elderly, Andre 
Fatuous, scatterbrained, stand. 
ae Undersized, bandy-legged grego 
Swivel-eyed pantomime priuce ! boree, 
which 
i not 8 
‘ ‘ 4 not e1 
Pickled WOpilosophy. Bae 
“THERE is reason in the roasting of eggs,” said the only Great FF nation 
Man. But the answer came, “ May be—may be; but there ain't 4 Mr, } 
any reason in your being so dotty and carry one, that you can't which 
take anything else but a hard-boiled egg for breakfast.” buted 
“ McGooseley, if my eyes weren't so full of tears at your unkind- Fling: 
ness, that I can't see exactly where it is, I'd top-knot you with this The 
blessed gamp, that | would!” mild]; 
The Philosopher is sometimes lost in the Man SLOPER. had h 
“| put it to you,” said the Eminent, thoughtfully ; “is it more of the 
cruel to puta bad halfpenny into the basket carried by a blind bex- mind, 
curs dog than to take a good melipenny out of the basket of a Wildl 
plind beggar's dog when he’s fast asleep, after a few extras aa as it | 
McGooseley, in Shakespearian attitude, placed his foretinger it wot 
against the side of his thinking pot. Aud thus he spake. and r 
“Well, ALLY, you see as you're so often blind and speechless, too, ribs. 
that you really ought tobea better judge of such matters than Lam.” exam) 
“A truce to this bandinage, sir,’ SLOPER auswered, “ My ques dog r 
tion, sir—consider that.” enxag 
McGooseley emptied his twopenn’orth. The 
“ALLY,” said he, contidentially, as he picked out the curvilinear wind 
strip of flavouring lemon—“ ALLY, there are all sorts of degrees of cold ¢ 
crime. I had it once put to me whether it were a worse murder fora Jan 
girl to lend her lover a poisoned hairpin to pick his winkles out certai 
with, or to poison the winkles first, and then give him a genuinely F) and tl 
clean hairpin to prick himself with. I don’t know whether it’s St. 
worse when you go home and say, ‘ My dearsh, I’m as shober as a Macgi 
judgsh '—you knowing that to be a contemptible falsehood—thau tartar 
when, from the mood 
sheer cruelty of vious 
selfish furgetful- away, 
ness, you come I! The 
epvechless and & Chpos 
try to wipe your the 
feet on Snatcher whoo, 


what he, the Eminent, has to say on the subject for nothing— 


for a doormat.” 
SLOPER says. 
with the drivel- 
ling frivoller> 
round him, there # 
no use attempting 
to start a modern 
school of phil- 
osophy. But auy 
one, between thr 
hours of 10 A.M. 
and chucking-ou! 
time (special 
licence for chari- 
table “Smokers. 
when perhaps till 
2 a.M.), who like> 
to come to. the 
“Blue Piz. 
second bar, oppor 
site the sausiacr 
Viler, can h 


always provided the booze is bouutiful aud the waitsare not long 


] between the rounds, 


' 
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he only Great FF 
it there aint By 
mt you cant 


your unkind- 
you with this 


ER. ; 
; tis it more | 
y ablind beg- 

» basket of a 
xtras 2" 

nis foretinger 
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peech less, too, 
tsthan Lam.” 
. “My ques- 
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of degrees of 
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ma genuinely 
; whether it’s 
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Christmas, 1891.] 
FL Wream of Wire 


Ove evening in the { 
season Festive, 
When joy is said 
to be on earth, 

I slumbered in my 
chair (suyges- 
tive!) 

Aud dreamt I was 
of noble birth. 

And Fate, the Fairy , 
Queen of Fluke- 
dom, 

Had lately been to 
me and said, 

“vod morning! 
Please accept 
this dukedom, 

And wear _— this 
thing upon your 
head.” 


| seized the coronet, 
embraced it, S 

And kissed the precious stones and gol l; 

Then proudly and with promptness placed it 
Exactly where I had been told. 

Ah me! how absolutely happy, 
How positively fit I felt! 

How ditferent from that Shakespeare chappie 
Who wished his “solid flesh would melt!” 


But stay! What’s this that kneels before me? 
A country tenant’s widowed wife, 
And here to beg and to implore me 
To save her dying darling’s life. 
‘Tis true the cottage rent is owing, 
But work is—oh ! so hard to tind ; 
And see, how heavily it’s snowing ! 
Aud feel, how coldly blows the wind ! 


PS 
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She's gone, but there are more to follow! 
And ‘mid these crying phantoms thin, 
I see young men, their cheeks all hollow, 
With whom I’ve played—and chanced to win! 
Poor foolish fellows, scarcely coated, 
Along the gutter shambling slow, 
Remind me of the mine I floated, 
Which wrecked a hundred homes or so, 


I called the Fairy Queen of Flukedom., 
“Hullo!” she echoed ; “Well, how now?” 
I bade her take her dirty dukedom 
And lift the weight from off my brow, 
The lifting of the weight awoke me. 
[ swore to Fate, with might and main, 
I'd cooner have her drown or choke me, 
Than dream | was a duke again! 


——1r—_— 


FAN Enternational Atthir. 


MACGREGOR was a man of wrath, He was likewise Scotch. 
Wore a philabeg on St. Audrew’s day, Got drunk on other days— 
whether they were Saints’ days or not. And frequently painted 
the town vermilion when other things displeased him. 

Macgregor’s next door neighbour, ina quiet suburb of London, 
was a Dutchman by nature and a cheesemonger by profession. 

A feud arose between the Macgregor and Herr Jan Jensen, The 
latter kept a dog—a bob-tailed ordiuary sort of dog of no particular 
breed, The brief existence of that dog was the cause of the war- 
fare, and the trouble arose thus :— 

Mr. Macgregor had donned his full war paint to attend a St. 
Andrew’s dinner, The costume is not one adapted for a person 
standing ou his head, or other gymnastic exercises, but when Mac- 
gregor reached his residence he was in a fine condition of jam- 
boree, induced by the liberal libation of the jae of the corn 
which the adulation of the Saint demands, Mr, Macgregor did 
not stand on his head,—he could not stand on his feet, He was 
not even in a condition to lie patiently on his back. He was in 
a gymnastic condition —in a frame of mind to expound the 
national dance, beside which the can-can is an innocuous affair. 
Mr. Macgregor therefore did the last thirty yards of the street 
which led to his residence in a saltatory fashion, and he distri- 
buted steps from Ghillie Callum, Shean Trews, and Highland 
Flings over the atmosphere. 

The performance simply astonished Jan Jensen's dog. That 
mildly inoffensive animal was out late, in hopes to bite a cat which 
had hitherto spat defiance from the top of the wall. The spectacle 
of the festive Macgregor, however, put the cat out of that dog's 
mind, It had at once a devouring anxiety to taste a Scotchman, 
Wildly it rushed at the Macgregor's petticoats, but was rewarded 
as it hustled past with a fragment of Ghillie Callum, placed where 
it would do most good, Then the dog came sailing up stem on, 
and received a double shuffle extracted from Shean Trews on its 
ribs. Then, in another rally, it obtained as a finishing touch a nice 
example of the Highland Fling, placed on its under jaw, and the 
dog retired to the Jensen garden plot to die, while the Macgregor 
engaged in a combat of two with the keyhole of his door, 

The pas de duo had been witnessed from the Jensen bedroom 
window, and when the Dutchman next morning found his dog a 
cold corpse, he swore to be avenged. 

Jan Jensen surreptitiously sent his dog away to be stuffed, with 
certain murderous directions, and for a twelvemonth the Teuton 
and the Gael spoke not as they passed by, but only muttered. 

St. Andrew's day once more came round, and once more the 
Macgregor departed to worship the Saint, in all his picturesque 
tartan glory. When he returned, he was in even a more festive 
mood, and he laughed as he remembered the incident of the pre- 
vious year, As he approached his own iron gate, the laugh died 
away, and a shiver of horror thrilled his stalwart frame. 

There lay the Dutchman's dog—or its ghost—with every tooth 


ag | ge 

the cold fit of terror only lasted for a moment. With a wild 
whoop he raise! his foot in a complicated Highland Fling step and 
let that dog have it. 

BANG! 

Macgregor was fiying 
through space, and 
Jensen, who was _ con- 
cealed behiud his own 
gate illar, muttered, 
“Tam Scot no kick mine 
tog again.” The T- 
fidious foreigner had had 
the remains stuffed with 
dynamite, 

The Macgregor—where 
was he? He was all right. 
The amount of previous 
whisky had made _ his 
head light, and so kept 
that end — uppermost. 
When he had reached 
his highest altitude and 
hegan to descend, his 
kilt—equal to the occa- 
sion—spread out like a 
parachute, and he des- 


Conded gently, aud tot at all ungracefully, in his own back yard, 
The feud between the Scot and the Teuton is still unhealed, 


En a Wooth at the Ebristmas Bair. | 


NONSENSE? Not at all. Do you suppose that because a man 
happens to be so remarkably slight of frame and so particularly 
short of adipose matter that he tinds the vocation of a “Skeleton 
Dude” ina travelling show a more protitable and agreeable calling 
than any other, that he has no heart?) Rubbish! John Hankinson 
Joethorpe hada true and feeling heart, a heart of charity—ay ! and 
of chivalry, too. What though the soulless clod of a showman, 
whose duty it was, when the tlaming naphtha kunps were lighted 
and the “exhibits” arranged, to stand upon the platform outside 
and orate to the mob, had a penchant for referring to him as “ The 
Seven Years of Famine.” 

John Hankinson Joethorpe loved. 

And—it doesu’t always follow, but it did in this case—John Han- 
kinson Joethorpe was loved in return, 

He had noticed for some weeks past that Rose Cobb Hodgkinson, 
who was described upon the posters as “ Zhe Princess Nana ; er, 
The Pet vf the Farmyard, the Stoutest Female Keer Exhibited: | 
Weighing Twenty-two Stone inher Boulogne Bathing Suit, and 
Thirty-seeen Round the Calf of the Lrg !” had gazed, with loving | 
tenderness expressed in her fair blue eyes, across the canvas tent at 

im, When first he noticed these glances, he did not return them. 
He was not certain whether her arrows of love, her tlashes of | 
fascinating fire, were directed at himself, or at“ Chuchu-ka, the 
Cruel and Crafty Cannibal of Tierra Del Fuego, the Flesh Eateng 
Penctrator of the Isthmus of Panama, where they Boat the Blacks 
for Being Ugly,and Burrowlike the Gopher of the Mississippi in 
the Sandy Soit /” who occupied the next cloth covered packing | 
case, or dais, as in the show they called it. But there came a night 
when that savage, having over-eaten himself on cow-heel, was 
absent from his post, and—oh, joy! oh, rapture !—Rose Cobb 
Hodgkinson sti// smiled across the sawdust scented booth. It was 
yet but six o'clock, and Christmas Eve, and the show didn't open 
until quite half-past. The members of the company were getting 
themselves into position, Already was the “ Wonderful Talking 
Fish, the Mariners’ Miracle” (who, barring his title, looked for 
all the world like a very ordinary seal, with a bias to bark), upon 
his slab; already was “ Maritana, the Original Bearded Lady” 
knocking the nines of tobacco off his last pipe until closing time, 
when John Hankinson Joethorpe, hte in his evening suit of 
green and grey check, entered from the dressing room. Intuitively, 
his eyes wandered to Rose's dais. Yes, there she was, a very pic- 
ture, a very large picture—a regular Panorama of Jerusalem—of 
loveliness! As she leaned back in her great red poplin armchair 
and gazed absent mindedly at the cake tin money box in which she 
was privileged to make a small collection upon her own account at 
the termination of each séance, and the aiiuroer of the naphtha 
flames glinted upon her well oiled and carefully arranged tresses, 
John thought he had never seen her look so lovely. 

“Rose,” said he, in an ardent whisper, as he came across to the 

cking case on which she sate, and stood upon a stable bucket, 

rom whence to clamber up to her. “ Rose, | cannot help but 
yield to the magic of your charms, This is not sudden—we have 
conversed with 
oureyes for days, 
and now I have 
but to lay my 
heart and for- 
tune at your 
feet.” 


“Ooh, Mister 
; Joethorpe!” 
“Not 
thorpe 
, but John. 
would _ cherish 
you—oh, so ten- 
derly, give me 
the right to 
shield you, to 
protect you from 
the peril of life's 
tempestuous 
journey, tostand 
tween you and 
the barbed shaft 
of malice, the 
venomous tooth 
of slander, and 
the stutfed club 
cats aes of injustice.” 
att VIRIN CHESS Natin “Mister Joe- 
oF Tag Fatera Yared thorpe — John— 
I feel, y'now— 
I—er—well, I'm 
sure 1 don't know what to feel, all this is really so very-—” 
“Dar-r-r-r-ling!” he exclaimed, as, expectorating upon both 
hands, he made a mighty effort to raise her dimpled fist to his lips, 
“[ have accumulated a competence that is ample for us both, My 
financial resourcees——bey pardon, I’ve been standing on your toe? 
“Go on, lL did not feel it—John,” she murmured. 


Joe- 
Hove: 


ant ae 


“ ——are proof against any demand that is likely ever to be made | 


upon them. My personal expenses for clothing are small—so small, 
indeed, that the more than ordinary outlay that would have to be 
made when you went to Peter Robinson's would be equalized. 
Though—I—er—speak with all delicacy—it may take half the stock 
of calico at Spencer Turner and Boldero’s to—er—fix up your 


troo-so, or an entire calfskin”"—his voice faltered slightly—‘ to fit 
you out with a pair of trotter-cascs, believe me, [ can face—”" 
“It is enough, John, it is enough,” she said, with bewitching 
tenderness, “ your devotion has won my heart. Oh, letusalways——” 
“Hi! HI! HI!” came the voice of the showman from the door, 
It was like the rude awakening from some fairy dream to the 
lovers. With one hastily implanted kiss upon her rosebud lips, 
John Hankinson Joethorpe slid down from Rose Cobb Hodgkin- 
son's stand, and scrambled upon hisown, “1am yours, John,” was all 
that he heard, although the air was filled with the yelling of barrel 
organs, and ever and anon came in the showman harangue— 
“Hr! Hr! HI! One penny, ana aii classes pay alike. The Fire 
Eating Cannibals from the Desert Island of Walaparoona; the | 
’Uman Fish as baffles medical sciernce ; the Livin’ Skillinton Dood 
the mos’ remarkerble speecermin o' skin an’ bone that ever drawer 
the breath o’ life; together with the Princess Narner, the Pet 0’ 
the Farmyard an’ the Mashin’ Mountain o’ Flesh, Oh, come an’ 
see 'tm—come an’ inspect ‘er, Hi! HI!! HI!!!” 


We Tesament of We Xmas Sard. 


OH! once I was Ray and light hearted, 
My brow was all brimming with glee ; 
“ Ichabod "—all my glory’s departed, 
Of myself ‘tis a wreck that you see, 


Once I sported the roseate robin, 
The pudding all dotted with plums ; 
1 now depict angels a-sobbin’, 
And orchids and chrysanthemums, 
| showed clowns overflowing with gladuess— 
But clowns nowadays are “no go" — 
And now Pm all art, gloom and sadness ; 
No isinglass—nv mistletoe. 


I spoke then of English enjoyment, 
Of good British frolic ; but how 

Can [smile when [ furnish employment 
For Germans in Germany now, 


Still, where’er I'm produced Ul endeavour 
To do all the good that [ can, 

And VI still exelaim, “ Xmas for ever, 
With its peace and goodwill towards man |” 
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ALLY SLOPER'S CHRISPFMAS HOLIDAYS, 4 


L3arring Gut. 


As the Obelisk, Esquire, was re- 
posing by his tire, 

With his kith and kin around 
him, on a cold) Decemb«r 
hight, 

There carcered into his reon, 
hike hyemal flowers in bloom, 

Quite a multitude of children, 
very rosy, rough and bright. 

They were sons and daughters 
dear of his friends from far 
and near, 

And they came to tell the 
Tippler, whom they loved 
with love devout, 
That thes’d left. their 
teacher's rule for the 

holidavs of Yule; 

And the — Scarecrow 
asked them, smiling : 
“Did you bar the 
Master out?” 

Then the prattling elves 
replied, with amaze: 
ment gaping wide, 

That the meaning of his 
question they could 
really not explore : 

And the Wreck began to sob and to seratch his glossy nob 

And to snivel like the divel for the happy days of yore, 

“In the merry time gone by, when a callow cub was 1, 

Oh! the breaking-up for Christmas was a gay, delightful bout. 

Through the year our pedagogue might our bodies baste and Hoy, 

But we paid our grudge at Yule-tide, when we barred the Master 

ut!” 


FE he Grbristmas 


When the gang of girls and boys, with a wild, unearthly noise, 
Had (parted from his presence, still the Statue sobbed and 
sighed, 
Till his loving kin and kith told the moody Monolith 
That the present days were happier than the epoch of his pride. 
But he would not be convinced ; and erelong his loved ones winced, 
For he seized the kitchen fender, and he put them to the rout, 
Ululating, in his rage, “Oh, a plague upon this age 
When the children haven't pluck enough to bar the Master out!” 


Very shortly after this came that time of carthly bliss, 
Christmas Eve. And ALLY SLOPER from his oflice trampe: 


along, 
And he whistled with delight, while reflecting how, that night, 
Mildew Court would ring with laughter, saturnalia and song. 
But, on reaching his domain, he his latch key plied in vain, 
Aud from laughing barricaders in his dwelling came a shout : 
“Youll be happy now once more, for the merry days of yore 
Are at last resuscitated, We have barred the Master out!” 


Ina very sorry plight, on that very merry night, 

Sat the Doorpost on his doorstep for three weary hours and more : 
And he wasn’t gathered in till he’d made his kith and kin 

Full apologies for boasting of the measly days of yore ! 
And to-day the Mildewed Turk is engaged upon a work 

Which, in seven-and-twenty volumes, will evince beyond a doubt 
That the kids who went to schools were unmitigated fools, 

In the baleful bygone ages when they barred the Master out ! 


_——+——_—_ 


Face EG bristmas Trench. 


“ Je vais chercher mon ptit Neel!” 

It was a sweet girlish voice that spoke these words—a voice that 
seemed to fall head over heels into the night air with a sad cadence 
iu strange and striking contrast to the sweet face and fairy form of 
little Celandine Catchtly, as she stood there npon the doorstep of 
Mortgage Villa on that Christmas night, close pressed in the arms 
of the only man in all the world who had won her heart. 

It was a solemn thing, too, for a man—strong willed, self-reliant, 
and with bay rhum in his hair—to win a woman’s love. 

Jerome K. Rollingstone knew this, He knew that this fair girl, 
who was just budding into womanhood and her mother’s weddin: 
earrings, loved him with a passionate intensity and a deep-seated 
trustfulness. All this came to him with a dreadful force as he 
stood there in the eold grey haze of a December twilight, with this 
woman's gleaming white arms wound round his neck, her pretty 
head upon his shoulder, and her retroussé nose nestling in the foles 
of his four-in-hand tie, — But despite all this—despite the large 
take-it-at-your-own-price kiss that the cherry lips pouted over— 
there lurked in his mind a vague shadowy suspicion, a haunting 
fear that something, he knew not what, was on Celandine’s mind. 
It was the tone of her voice, as she spoke the words with which 
this romance opens, that had affected him so strangely, and given 
birth to the upas-like suspicion which was blighting his happiness, 

“Why were you sad when you spoke those words 2" he asked. 

No answer. The vesper chimes of the village church came 
stealing over the roofs of the houses—sweet and solemn and faint 
—and fell upon Celandine’s ear, Jerome felt a shudder pass 
through her slender form, She was a good religious girl, he knew. 
and he, with the sudden instinct of aman who has made a book 
outside the ring at Alexandra Park, resolved to turn this reverence 
of hers for all things spiritual to account. 

“Listen,” he said, in whispered tones. “It is the vesper hour, 
The chimes are calling the faithful to worship, This is a time 
when we should not deliberately use profane language.” 

“Oh! Jerome! Jerome ! au 

“Tell me, wretched girl, why did you say to me just now, ‘Jc 
vais chercher mon p'tit Noél ?'" “T cannot.” 

“But you must; you shall, Instantly | demand an answer!” 

For one instant she looked 
up at him, her pure young face 
as white as if the hand of death P 
were upon it. But still she » 
sobbed, “J cannot, J cannot.” | 

Angrily he pushed her fron 
him, almost rudely ; and then. 
as she stood there, pallid, faint- 
ing, he saw the drooping lip- 
quiver as though in morta! 
agony, and, an instant later, 
she had fallen at his strony 
feet, sobbing as though her 
heart would break. { 

Relenting, he picked her uj) 
in his arms, as he would have ] 
doneachild, raining passionate 
kisses upon her forehead. 
“Forgive me,” oe 


he cried, “i 
was wrong to doubt you, 1 
was but idle curiosity on m) 
part,and your refusal toanswe 
angered me.” 

“L will answer vou—now, 
she said, wildly. “You wishe 
to know why L said *./) ra. 
chercher mon ptit Need? ans 
1 replied that T could not teil you. 

“But you meant—?!” 

“T don’t know what | meant—L don’t know what éhey mean— 
only Loread ‘em this morning on the Christmas number of the 
Rerue Tilustréc, and | thought they sounded fin de—"” 

But Jerome had vanished, Her Christmas French had proved 
too much for him, 


It is the sclemn truth.” 
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a7 | Kdith (at area 9 I do bila we shall be fortunate in getting goat 
7<-, : partners to-night, t ere’s nothing more annoying than a bad dancer, 
Lottie (with treo-line part). Do T feel nervous, dear? Nervous A NEW YEAR'S GREETING IN THE OLDEN TIME. | Amy. Lagree with you, dear; but there are two classes of bad partners. 
ain't the word for it! Why, T never felt so blessed funky since How A. SLorEn mourns the degeneracy of our present architecture and The man who can't dance and knows it, is a nulsance, I confess; but the 
the demolition of ancient buildings. | man who can't dance and thinks he can, is ten thousand Umes worse, 


the night I firet appeared in the profession, 


Sea oo FAINT HEART AND THE FAIR LADY. 


(1). He was a sad dog, and a deuce of a fellow. He (2). And he felt her eyes were on him. The (3). A stnile’s a smile all the world over, and he felt 
told himself so on several occasions, and he ought to aforesaid friends of his, had they becn present, more of a buck than ever, and positively wriggled in 
know, don’t you think ? It is true that the menof his would have eworn he was blushing as red asm his walk, Anon we find our buck at Sir Bladderleigh 
acquaintance called him a nincompoop, But that was yeony ; but fancy a buck blushing ! Pooh, absurd! Llarde’s Christmas party. “Come along, my boy,” 
envy. Well, Just before Christuas, he met such a ‘And then he smiled on her?! Certainly, she had sald the jolly old baronet, “my wife shall introduce 
lovely creature, by Gad! passed him before he siniled, but what of that? you to a partner for the country dance,” 
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(5). We had already observed, “ Er——", and (6). But our buck gave him such a scowl, right in 
was thinking about ‘making further remarks, the small of his back. “This shall not end here,” 
when a confounded young officer of His Majesty's muttered he, and sought out a friend. Oh, yes, the 


os if his knee joints were made of putty—a feeling 
rs, in unifort, strode ap,and, with friend knew the officer well. Ensign Slasher—fought 


peculiar to bucks, no doubt, but we are not a buck, 


| 
| 
| (4), And as he was led down the ball room, he felt 
| 


ALLEGORICAL. ‘ zy 
F z so can't say. Heavens! it was the lovely young Royal Bombardie 

The above represents the Oxcular Goddess daing a few steps creature he had encountered in his walks, and posi- — abeastly grin, id, “My dance, | think, Miss Flutter- more duels than any man of his age in the service. 
on her favourite plant, in honour of the festive season, tively lovelier than ever! by,” and actually bore the fair creature off ! Would our buek like an introduction? = (Extt buck. 


THE ELDER'S CHAISTMAS DINNER SPOILT BY AUNTIE A baer VISITOR. | THE SLIDING SEAT. 


(Uncle Spriggins inadvertently steps on a slide with the usual result.) 


-_——— > + = 


Gian aD i 
Who fs it round whom children flock, 
Who laughs at bolt, and door, and lock ? 
"Tis Santa Claus, with pretty toys 
Distributing to girls and boys, 


BOOZE KNOWS NO SEASON. 


: *X < 4 
Auntie McWaspy. Deil tak" ye, ye guzzlia’ giraffe, eatin’ again, always ff 
eatin'—my certes, A‘ tak’ guid care porriteh will serve ye for the ole I ore Garge, this fh I a ee our ine wana 
puny y —kr t deligh rar Elder — —(hic)- ty o° snow aL enty o° booze — 5 5 rs z 
next fortnight, at ony rate, (N.B.—Kvident delight of the dear Elder lie reaver - w and plenty 0° booze—(htc). Chorus, Now, then, get up, cun't yer? What do you waut to sit down there tor? 


as tt wus the sirst cut in the haggis. 
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BO AT THE “FRIV.” 
Pantomime, “Old Mother Mahatma, or the Retiring Little Nobleman Who Went Ont to Hafricee, and the Pretty Prince Who Always Carried His Baccarat Counters In His Veskit Pocket.” 
Esy., M.F.K.O.MLILE, Floral tributes from the Dook Snook, the Hon, Billy, and 
4 (Fre ¢ list and Sree drinks entirely susie nied, 


ae a yy® ¢, 


First performance of the Gorgeous Christmas 
Grand Pas de Trois by Miles. Tootsie Sloper, Tottie Goodenough, and Lardi Longsox. 


Lord Bob; all pald for by Bob, 


id 7 
James and Susan one day missing ; 
Susan's husband tinds them kissing. 


TOO MUCH STUFFING. 
Strange behaviour of Master Tommy, or the effects of eating Christmas pudding. 


HE RING THAT THOU GAVEST. — 


be 


“TAKE BACK T 
Lie 
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pe: 
(4), All would have gone well had not the maidens bashful token eh: tie delee in the faithful 
(hy And — (6) But, a sisted upon regard: 


young hearts were turn asunder, 


cae fo ; 
o4* ahead Vinolis Hardbake, this token will serve as 2 hint to him that he has not yet secured talisman. 
(1). “Dear Adonis * sighed Vinetin 1 aribake, “this tok 1 Christmas Day, Adonis Mashtu swain's win Ipipe. Tis true that he managed te cough it up 


, is) » nodded tactstin in’ a good sized brass ring.——(2), On i : 
Tucaal to ean ak tls Kelveele— (3). At dinner Vinolia coyly helpe t tim to the portion containing the ing the matter as a heartless practical joke, aud once again two loving 
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FA Fetuckhy Snowballing. 


It was a real, right down, no mistaky, old fashioned Christmas, 

and no two ways about it. 
It had been snowing industrionsly for weeks, and, the Vestries 
having failed to observe the circumstance, the roads consisted of a 
series of impassable 


| mountain minges, 
‘ 4 varying in altitude 
3 necording to the 


liberality (or other- 
wise) with which 
the adjacent house: 
holders had inter. 
preted their duties 
of clearance. 

It was freezing 
hard. too, as hard 
us it knew how, 

People indoors 
congealed on their 
very fenders, and 
people outdoors sat 
down upon little 
hove’ very slides 
ubout every four 
minutes or so, it 
was such a delizht- 
fully old: fashioned 
Christmas, 

Everybody's 
pipes were frozen, 
of course, There 
wasn’t oa cistern 
anuywhere with 
water in it, and it 
was only after a 
grimy and — thirst 
racked populace had risen in. their wrath and lynched a couple 
of directors that the companies did) violence to their governing 
principle of “having the consumer” at every opportunity, and— 
relnetantly and in inconvenient places—erected stiuml-pipes, 

Of course, the people had to fetch their own water, even then, 
Aml to see the serving maids come out, armed with all sorts of 
remarkable vessels, and get colds, and chilblains, and sore throats, 
awl things while they were cheated out of their legitimate turns at 
the tap by lumbering roughs and wily boys; to see them come 
slipping and slopping back, leaving embryo slides in their track, 
and splashes you could trace them home by, like the heroine of a 
fairy tale ; and, above all, to see the turn-cock shut off the supply 
just as everybody had got about half as much as they required, was 
as good as a play—and no fees for a programme either. 

Oh, [tell you, it was a good old fashioned Christmas, 

But the Scattcherbys didn’t like it. 

A poor lot the Scattcherbys were, in every sense. Scattcherby 
himself, when in full work, was known to have drawn as much as 
ninepence in one week, But that was abnormal ; sevenpence was 
his average. (I'm not quite certain what his line of business was, 
but | should rather imagine it must have been comic journalism. ) 

With this income, it was often a hard matter for him, even by 
the exercise of the most rigid economy, to support himself, his wife 
and family of fifteen in comfort, 

It had not always been thus with them, They had at one time 
lived in all the unbridled luxury of ten-roomed ease at Peckham. 
At least, Mrs, Scattcherby had ; and it was in the hope of joiving 
her delectable circle that Seattcherby had laid his hand, heart and 
pawntickets at her No, 10 Morocco Langtrys at four and nine, 

Mrs. Seattcherby’s brutal uncle, however (with whom she lived, 
upon whom she was wholly dependent, and whose repulsive name 
was Timmus), refused to countenance the engagement, upon the 
sordid ground that he didn’t see what claim Scattcherby had to be 
kept by Aim. And when the pair got married secretly, he cast off 
his niece for7ever, and told her never to darken his door again, 
Lut the lovers (when they became convinced, after several attempts 
to induce him to take them to his heart and dining table, that he 
would do nothing of the sort) told him that they scorned him 
and his money; that they would go forth into the world hand-in- 
hand (their landlady having given them “ notice”), and that love 
would sustain them and point out the way and smooth the path, 
and make himself generally useful in their behalf. 

Somehow, love hadn't quite acted up to contract, though ; and 
they felt that things had reached a pitch of very considerable dis- 
comfort when, on Christmas Eve, they sat, half clad, in the icy 
draught of their bare and tireless attic, wondering, not so much 
what their morrow’'s dinner was to be, as how they were to get any 
dinner at all. A small crushed spray of mistletoe, which one of the 
children had picked up in the street and pinned to the wall in 
token of the season, formed the sole furniture of the; apartment, 
The children had been sent out to ‘keep themselves warm,” and 
were, at the moment, busily engaged in insuring a large increase 
of business activity at the neighbouring hospitals by making slides 
in all directions, And the couple were alone with cold, darkness, 
anxiety and their twelve years’ collection of disrespectful thoughts 

* 


of Uncle Timmus, « * * x 

How those young Scattcherbys and their friends were enjoying 
the slide in front of the old gentleman's house in Grumpy Street ! 
Such acrusty oll gentleman he was, too, Without a thought of 
its being Christmas time, when nobody should object to a contusion 
or two, ora broken leg or so, or a litle concussion of the brain, as 
longas grimy and impolite littl: boys get their healthy amusements, 
He kept shaking his fist at them from the window, and shouting 
at them to go away till he was red in the face. But that only 
increased their joy to the verge of rapture. The happy, honest 
hearted English boys, secure in the knowledge that M_ 1090 was 
away with a “drunk and disorderly,” shouted back derisively, and 
prepared an arsenal of snowballs for the old chap’s reception, if he 
should chance to come out to them, 

It was alinost too good to be true, but he did come out to them 
at last! .. . Whoosh! Then the fun commenced | Exasperated 


at the shower of snowballs which met him directly he opened the 

door, he dashed madly into the midst of his assailants, and 

promptly came down on the slide with a crash that shook the 

Then it rained snowballs—hailed snowballs,—the whole 
eo ae | 


universe, 


world wis fall of lying snowballs. all thadding against his defence- 
less waistcoat, or splashing Hat upon his bare bald head. 
Suddenly, in the midst of the carnival, a voice was heard shout- 
ing, “Stash it! D'y'ere? Stash it, PF tell ver, this minnit!” Tt 
was Tum Seattcherby’s voice, and they “stashed it? accordingly— 
for the Scattcherby contingent, which always acted in concert with 
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Tom at the head, wielded the awe of numbers. Then Tom assisted 
the old gentleman to rise, wiped him down, hoped he wasn’t much 
hurt, and supported him indoors, 

«Thank’e, my lad, thank’e,” said the old gentleman, with all the 
starch taken out of him. 

“No thanks, sir,” said Tom, “ Ma says I’m always to help people 
up when | see them tumble.” 

“Ah, a good mother—a cood mother, my_ boy, is—er—is—a con- 
tinual feast,” remarked the old gentleman, in a moral tone. 

* Yes, sir; she says, as likely as not they'll give you something,” 

The crusty old gentleman looked at the boy, and his eyes tilled 
with tears at this instance of the intinite love of a tender mother. 

“What's your name, my boy?" he asked, Tum told him, and 
the crusty old gentleman immediately fainted away, 


* * * * * 
And if the old gentleman didn't turn out to be Uncle Timmus! 
‘As soon as he came out of that faint, he made Tom tell him all 

about it. He'd been looking for his niece for years, it appeared, | 
for the sole purpose of forgiving her and getting her to come back | 
and keep house for him, “ Hlousekeepers are such beasts,” he said. | 
And how delighted he was to see Tom! His heart was melted by | 
the influences of the season, and he resolved to turn his present 
housekeeper into the streets that very night, and iustal Mrs, Scatt- 
cherby in her place. And he did it, too—blessings on him! | 
And Mrs, Scattcherby said she was sorry for what she had done, 
and promised never todo it again as longas she and Scattcherby lived, 
And such a Christmas dinner they had! Ham and beef (plain 
and in sausages), potatoes, bon-bons, bread, beer, mince pies, soda 
water, cabbages, and [ don't know what. They had a turkey 
a-piece, down to the very baby, everybody had two serves of 
pudding, and Unele Timuus left them all his money when he died, 


FFihe H3o0by Wrap. 


T HAD the toothache ! 
Of course, you know what that means, and so T need not waste 
valuable space in attempting to describe indescribable agonies, | 
I] had just applied the twenty-seventh certain cure, when my | 
neighbour Joskyns came in, | 
“Hallo, old man!” he exclaimed, in a most aggressively healthy | 
| 


and free-from-pain tone of voice, “what's the matter? Got the 
toothache? Oh, ll cure that for you in ten minutes, I’ve gota 
certain cure indoors—never fails—I'll send it in presently, But | 
what [ called in about was to tell you of an idea of mine.” 

I endeavoured to pluck up sufticient energy to express my sur- | 
prise at his possessing such a thing as an idea, but the wretched 
tooth just then did 
a little double 
shuftie sort of 
movement, and 1 
could only manage 
to emit a groan, 

“You know what 
a lot of poultry 
has been _ stolen 
round here lately,” 
continued Joskyns, 
without paying the | 
slightest attention 
to my evident 
misery ; “ well, this 
afternoon 1 saw a 
very suspicious 
looking sort of 
fellow lounging 
about outside my 
chicken house, and 
as I don’t propose 
to lose my poultry 
if I can help it, [ 
have hit upon a 
capital plan to cir- 
cumvent the thief. 
He! he! he!” 

And the hard 
hearted wretch 
Ilow is it, nobody ever sympathises with a 


actually chuckled ! 
fellow who has the toothache? 

“You know what we used to call a booby trap at school?” he 
went on to observe, “well, | have made an improved arrangement 


of that kind, and, upon my word, Ill be sorry for Mr. Thief if he 
gets caught in it. I’ve tilled a large bushel basket with broken 
yottles, half bricks, and old tin cans, and fixed it, just balanced, ou 
the roof of the fowl house, so that directly he pushes the door 
open the whole caboodle will fall flop on to his head, Ho! ho! hot” 

[ never knew until that moment how capable I was of hearty 
hatred! If [ could have given Joskyns the toothache in every 
tooth in his head just then, I would have done so! 

“In addition to that,” said the unfeeling ruftian, “I have attached 
aslight line toa couple of old kettles in the kitchen, so that directly 
the trap goes off they will be pulled down, the noise will awaken 
me, and the thief will be caught. Ha! ha! ha! Isn't it a good 
idea? Come out and have alook at it?) Eh, what? Oh, toothache! 
Oh, yes, I'd forgotten that. But that’s nothing—come out? Well, 
if you won't, I'll say good night. He! he! he! Ho! ho! ho! Ha! 
ha! ha! It will be a joke when he cops it on his head !” 

And the only enemy | had in the world left the house. 

The night passed—how I need not describe to those who have 
ever endured the pangs of a carious tooth. Morning came at last, 
and with the first sign of daylight | was up and dressed, 

I went to the window, It all looked cold, dreary and miserable, 
and I was about to feel a momentary flutter of pleasure at the idea 
that all nature was wretched as well as myself, when I suddenly 
caught sight of Joskyns, 

Looking jolly and red faced as usual, he strode down his garden 
towards the fowl house. 1 bethought myself of his cruelty the | 
previous evening, and | muttered to myself, “Never mind! The 
time will come when you will be in pain, and then I will flaunt 
myself before you, and——”"” 

“Crash-h-h !” 

“Help! Murder! Thieves! Police!” 

It was Joskyns! He had opened his chicken house door and 
been caught in his own booby trap. He was sitting on the ground” 
the picture of woe, his hat echoed flat, his face streaked with 
blood, and a heap of brickbats aud broken glass around, him ! 

Hip! hip! hip! hurrah! Revenge is sweet, and—by Jove! my 
toothache had disappeared, and 1 was able to eat my Christmas 
dinner after all. 

Joskyns and T are better friends than ever, but as I have no 
desire to be suddenly annihilated, | never mention, in his hearing, 
the words bveby trap, 


Fhe Property Wanguet. 


THE property banquet isa fraud. The woodeu fowl; the weak 
tea in the decanters, to represent sherry ; the pies, with cardboard 
crust, veritable hollow) mockeries; the imitation joints; the 
umiy loaves, All property, property ; but, alas ! not real property. 

Somehow it had never strack Johnnie Jimpson like that. until 
last Boxing Night. He had gota small part in the panto, at the 
eboney T. Rand his better-half and nippers had got smaller 
parts, 

Johnnie had been resting, for four weary months, up till then ; 
“Resting” is the pro's hardest job, Jimpson had had a glut of 
it, So rough atime had he had. that, when he looked in on the olf- 
chance at the Chimborazo, expecting to hear the monotonous, 
“Very sorry, ole man; bat) full up.’ he lost his breath when | 
the “boss” told him he was just the chap he wanted, as they had, 
at the last moment, written In a carpenter's scene, with tive new 
parts, three of ‘em child parts. 


(Christmas, 1891. 


Christmas day found Jimpson stone broke ; his last copper 
went for a loaf, which the kids had for a Christmas dinner, while 
he and the missis satistied the cravings of hunger by watching the 
kids eat, or made believe to do so. Boxine Day came, and was 
going, and the Jimpsons hadn't breakfasted, and now they were 
going on to sit ata stage banquet, making believe to stuff them- 
selves to bursting. 

“1 ain't afraid for myself, Jimp.,” said the missis, “nor for you. 


but I'm afraid the kids'll break down and cry, and spoil the scene 
What shall we do?” 
“1 don't know, my dear,” said Jimpson ; “ p’r’aps God'll help 


us through till treasury. 

The night came ; the house was full, and the panto. going with a 
bang, The Jimpson family went on at their cue, and sat down at 
their table. Jimpson had brought his kids up well, and the tiniest. 
a five year old, put her little hands together and said her grace, 
She was so small, she thought it was all real—banquet and all, 

“My dear,” whispered Jimpson, “you shouldn't have let her do 
that, it’s out of place, and, as things are, a mockery.” 

But it hit the house, and they gave the kid a round—there were 
alot of mothers there. Then Simpson took the top off a soup 
tureen and—nearly fell off his seat. 

Out of that tureen came such a steaming savoury shin of beef 
gravy, with a dash of oniony smell, that all the Jimpson family 
involuntarily “gagged” their parts with an “O-o-oh !” 

“Now then, wire in quick,” whispered one of the supers, who 
was playinga flunkey. And they did wire in, The soup was real, 
the beef real, the goose, the vegetables, the plum udding, right 
down to the cheese and celery, everything on that table was real. 

Somebody had told Banbury, the manager, how the Jimpsons 
were fixed up; and, by way of a surprise packet, he had put ona 
real feed. The house secmed to know it, too, for they cheered 
again and again, while the Jimpsons played their parts to the life ; 
and when the five year old said her grace after meat, you could 
have heard a pin drop, till the finish, and theu—talk about a round 
—it was a big, honest English shout. 


—_—_—— 


Fhe Editor's TR coenge. 
A CHRISTMAS NUMBER TRAGEDY. 


WE are fully prepared to admit that it was some weeks before 
Christmas, and we do not think we are henge trust in making 
it generally known that on the morning of which we write the 
editor of the Penny Illustrated Sidesplitter was in a temper, which 
the foreman oftice boy graphically and truthfully described os 
“pbloomin’ horful.” Wedo not propose to give the reason of the 
great man’s wrath ; in fact, if we were ressed we should be com- 
pelled to admit that we are utterly unable to account for it ; suftice 
it that when the editor had thoroughly exhausted his somewhat ex- 
tensive stock of choice imprecations, by swearing at the unfortunate 
cabman who drove him to the office, had kicked two ts down 
stairs and hurled a ponderous dictionary and a heavy inkstand at 
the head of the master printer, we came to the conclusion that we 
had better give him as wide a berth as possible. 

But there was that in his eye that boded no good for someone ; it 
seemed to tell of a desire to be avenged—po matter upon whom— 
and when the editor's own particular tame office boy came down to us 
with a red face and a black eye, aud told us that the boss desired 
the presence of Mr. Phunnipa at once, we knew that at last our 
irate chief had selected a victim. 

“Mr, Phunnipa,” said the editor, calmly, when the unfortunate 
man stood before him, “I have sent for you for the purpose of 
giving you a few instructions. In a week or two, as you are aware, 
we shail publish a Christmas Number, | want you to write me four 
columns of jokes for it.” 

“Oh! certainly,” said the miserable humorist, as he heaved a 
sigh of relief and wiped huge drops from his brow. “1'll go—”" 

“One moment, please,” continued the editor; “I said four 
columns of jokes; but let me impress upon you that they must all 
relate to the so-called Festive Season, and remember this, sir, there 
must be uo reference, however remote, to such things as waits 
waiting for their money, tough turkeys, maiden aunts being kissed 
under the mistletoe by mistake, children overfeeding themselves, 
family parties, Christinas Boxes, cheap wine hampers, goose clubs, 
Tommy at the pantomime, or—well, in fact, they must be entirely 
original jokes—Christmas jokes which have never been cracked 
before. That is all I haveto say, Mr. Phunnipa; good morning ; ! 
shall expect your ‘copy’ the day after to-morrow.” 

There was a smile of devilish complacency on the editor's face, 
as he waved the unfortunate scribe towards the door, and when, 
some moments later, we saw our miserable comrade, with a white 
haggard face and wild staring eyes, rush madly out into the street, 
we knew that the worst had happened. a 

Heavy at heart, we waited for the day when Phunnipa’s “ copy 
was due. It came not. We waited another day, and then the 
awful suspense became unbearable, and we went down in a body 
to his diggings. 

The door of his room was 
locked ; we rapped, but re- 
ceived no answer. A groan 
ran round the staunch little 
band; each feared to mire 
his eyes lest 
he should read 
in the face of 
another the 


dread he himself felt. "Twas but 2 momentary hesitation, however : 
placing my shoulder against the door, | pushed with all my force: 
it vielled, the crazy lock gave way. and we entered—entered tu 
find the tloor strewn a foot deep with torn paper, whilst in a corner 
a babbling idiot crouched and moaned, 
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Christmas, 1891.) 
Fhe FLuchsneeshan GShost. 


Ir was Christmas Eve, A Christmas Eve of the good old 
fashioned type. The snowflakes were whirling gaily through the 
outer air, and when tired of their gambols were lying restfully on 
the ground outside, or tlattening themselves on the window paues, 

; Maldon Hall was 
, one of the places were 


\ they could atford to 
{! observe old Christ- 
| mas customs, at the 


risk of havinga night- 
4 mare and a visit from 
‘| the doctor after- 
wards; and on this old 
fashioned 
Christmas a 
merry party 
were enjoy: 
ing = them- 
selves tothe 
utmost, 

There was 
a lull in the 
gaiety, a 
}; pause, to 
give greater 
zest to the 
frolic which 
> would like- 
ly follow, 

“Tell us 
a ghost 
story, someone,” said a sweet, blue eyed, laughing minx. — 

“ Yes, tell usa ghost story,” was re-echoed ; “a good old fashioned, 
gruesome article, without which no{home is complete.” 

All eyes turned to Grandfather Hopkins, The old man was 
seated in the easiest chair in the house ; had the largest tumbler 
of rum, and had the merriest twinkle in his eye, 

* Tell youa ghost story I will. ‘Twas away back, when I was young 
and pretty, that I was on a visit to Glenhowlakin. We didn't play 
lawn tennis in those days, but, when we desired exercise, we 
tramped over miles of moor and rock and hill, stalking the red 
deer, Such a day I had had, and at its close found myself fourteen 
miles from home, and a heavy rainstorm about to break. I was 
tired—too tired to go further. I decided to send the gillie home 
toexplain that [ would be back next day, while I would stay all 
night in a little thatched public house which I had reached. 

“L was tired, [ have said; and about twilight I retired to an 
attic immediately above the ground floor, and, getting into bed, 
was soon fast asleep. 

“LT awoke with a start, The low, sloping roofed apartment was 
partly lit up by a ray of moonlight, which streamed in at a small 
window, but beyond the portion this lit, all was gloom. 1 felt 
my flesh creeping, and a tickling sensation seemed to pass over 
the roots of my hair. I saw nothing that need have disturbed me, 
yet I knew there was a horrible, nameless something in the apart- 
Ladera I eagerly listened; then I heard a knock——knock—- 

nock. 

“What was the mysterious sound? It was regular in its beats, 
and its silences were equally regular. Between each knoek, tive 
mizht be counted easily. At times it sounded nearer the bed, 
and at others it sounded as if at the other end of the apartment. 

“At¥ last I broke the monotonous beat, beat, by demanding, 
‘Who is there’?’ 

“Instantly there was a sigh as if some overburdened heart had 
been relieved of a mighty load, and as [ looked at the gleam of 
moonlight, I saw, erect on the tloor,a WOODEN LEG. | : 

“A plain, ordinary wooden leg of the clothes prop variety, with a 
aulded U-shaped recess at its top for the reception of the stump. 
‘here it stood alone in its mystery, 

“1 shuddered as I saw it. I knew that it could not bea merely 
human wooden leg, as, however usefula wooden leg may be to help 
a man to stand, it cannot stand itself. 

“<Thing of mystery,’ I exclaimed, ‘ why haunt you my presence a 

“6 Ah,’ said a voice, which appeared to come from a point about 
five feet ten inches above the floor, ‘thank you very much, Fact 
is, no one has ventured to speak to me, and my class have no power 
to speak unless spoken to.’ 

“What are you? and what seek you here?’ [ faltered. 

“Lama ghost, a quiet, inoffensive ghost; 1 would never have 
troubled to come back to this beastly old hole at all, but, you see, 
when I died they omitted to bury my wooden leg with me, and I 
have to come back to use it at night, you see.’ 

“ At this moment, the wooden leg was hitched up suddenly, and 
then reclined horizontally about a foot and a half from the floor. 
From this | guessed the ghost had taken a seat, and had crossed his 
wooden leg over his invisible limb. 

“awkward state of affairs,’ [ murmured ; ‘I thought that when 
you died you would have got back the leg you had lost in life?’ 

“In ordinary cases we ghosts usually do; but in my case it is 
different. You see, my leg was bit off by a shark. The shark 
assimilated the leg and digested it. Then, a few days after, the 
shark was caught by the crew of a pirate ship, and the crew of the 
pirate ship cooked and ate the shark. Six days after that the 
pirate ship was chased by a man of war, and just as she was about 
to be captured, the pirate captain rushed to the magazine and blew 
the vessel up. The crew were blown to atoms, and, of course, the 
residual products of the shark and my leg were terribly scattered, 
along with the piratical erew. It would be very difficult to recover 
these remains; in fact, the authorities where [ now am flatly 
decline to go to the expense of attempting to collect them ; so that 
L have to hop round on one leg, except at night when my shade 
panes here and enjoys a little relief by donning the old wooden 
eg. 

“*Can nothing be done to relieve you of the trouble?’ [ asked. 

“Rather; and that is just why fam glad you've stayed here 
to-night. I£ my wooden leg were buried in Auchsneeshan 
Kirkyard I would be all right, that is where I was interred. 
leg would soon decay, and become a ghostly leg, and I would get 
along tirst rate.’ 

“*T will see it done to-morrow,’ I 
replied. : 

“Thanks ; you will never regret it,’ 
said the ghost. 

“The leg 
desceuded 
from the 
horizontal 
to the per- 
pendicu lar, 
and I heard 
it stump off 
towards a 
corner of 
the room, 

“Noxt 
morning I 
looked to- q 
wards the 
cornerofthe 
room, and 
there stood 
the wooden * 
eg, = After 
breakfast, I 
asked the keeper of he honse to set! me the wooden Jeg. 

“Oh, Pil gie ye't for four shillin’s,’ said the publican, *Ye'll be 
one o’ the fowk whi buys up curiosities, are ye?” 

“TL said 1 was, and departed with the leg, That afternoon I 
reverently buried the leg in a hole in Auchsneeshan Kirkyard, 
aud I have never seen it since.” 


We eee 


“Oh,” said the blue eyed minx, who had demanded the story, 
“and you did not find a pot of gold in the hole?” 

“Nota pot; but | scooped in the pool at billiards three times 
running that evening ; 80 you see | protited by the transaction.” 

“Say, do you love me?—tell me true,” said a fair moustached 
young man to the blue eyed minx half an hour afterwards, 

“ Of course I do, George ; why do you doubt me?” 

“Well, you know, dear, that is a terrible talent your grandfather 
has—the taradiddle habit—aud it might run in the family.” 


. ww 
GXbristmas Cy o00d- Bynes. 

DELECTABLE Yule, of all times in the year,— 
When the angels are singing of peace and good cheer.— 
Is no time for the sad, valedictory tear, 

Or the sad, valedictory sigh. 
Not to part, but to meet, is the wish of each heart ; 
Yet you will not esteem it too bold on our part 
If we sing how, cre Christmas festivities start, 

There is virtue in saying “* Good-bye!” 
Little respite or rest, through the moribund year, 
We have, most of us, had from our labours severe, 
For the pathway through life is a rough and a drear, 

And its obstacles frequent and high, 
But the weariest wilderness yields, here and there, 
An oasis; and we, who have toil for our share, 
May our work, fora time, in the Yuletide, forswear: 

Let us wish it a hearty “ Giood-bye!” 


Very apt o’er our hearts, in the moribund year, 
Have we let angry passions, pro tem, domineer : 
Very oft has our harshness engendered a tear 
In some loved, yet ill-treated, one's eye. 
But these turbulent passions, so soon as their flame 
Died away from our hearts, left but ashes of shame, 
So, ere Christmas arrives, with a praiseworthy aim 
Let us wish them a tinal * Good-bye!” 


We have sometimes forgot, in the moribund year— 

We who vex with vivacity night's drowsy ear— 

How a tithe of the money we're wasting would cheer 
Many poor who in sickliness lie. 

Yes, the instincts of selfishness spring in each heart, 

But, whenever we Christmas festivities start, 

For sweet charity's sake, we will bid them depart,— 
And wish them a fervent “ Good-bye!" 


+ = - 
Ferobe’s GSolden ream. 

“ AND to-morrow is Christmas Day !” 

The poor middle-aged man sitting at the paper littered writing 
table, which, with the chair he was sitting upon, formed the only 
articles of furniture ina dismal room upon a second floor, laid down 
the washing book al- 
manack, and gazed ab- 
sently at the empty 
tireplace. He was only 
a poor classic poet, liv- 
iug literally from hand 
to mouth. For the 
next six or seven days, 
the only thing — his 
editors would think of 
looking at would be 
police court reports, 

ntomime notices, or 

ome made letters on 
the thrilling questions 
“The Servitude o 
Stufting,” or, “The En- 
slavement of Elder- 
berry.” Poetry—right 
off! Yet poets must 
live, even in the close 
time for poetry—to say 
nothing of the poet's 
olive branches and the 
t's weaker vessel. 
rue, he had been‘asked 
todo “something of a 
seasonable order” for 
Split Bits—he had 
even gone so far as to 
such as “boys, year, noise, cheer, snow, 


jot down a few rhymes. ‘ 
murky, glow, turkey.” Bah! He couldu't outrage his muse like 
that! He, whose translations of Catallus—— 

“Henry.” The door had opened, and Mrs. Hudibras Homer Iog 
herself stood there. She was a woman of resolute demeanour, an 
it was clear she had a tixed purpose on hand. 

“Henry, I aap pee you know it is already five o'clock, that the 


shops will soon crowded and well-nigh impassable, that. there 
isn’t athing in the house, and that every farthing L have iu the 
world is threepence?” 

“ Alicia,” he said, calmly, “I will take your word for it all.” 

“But what about to-morrow? | suppose you wild admit that we 
have asked dear mother to dinner?” 

“Can't be helped.” 

“You talk like a perfect fool!” 

“In-deed? And by whom were you constituted judge?” 

“Oh, don’t act the idiot—/f you can help it. Movey I must 
have. What, pray, has become of the half-suvereign you received 
for ‘Amicus Plato, amicus Socrates, scd mayis amica veritas’? 
where has that gone?” 

“ Alicia, you torget that Hugh Henry needed new boots?” 

“They were but four-and-eleven.” 

“ Aud Miriam Olivia's stockings iad 

“ One-and-six-three—go on.” 

“You had a pair of gloves yourself, my dasling.” 

“And youare paltry enough to remind me of them, Mr, Hoge. 
I wonder if any other man in the world but yourself would dare 
censure his wife over a trumpery pair of fourteenpeuny-halfpeuny 
suede gloves——?” 

“ Alicia, my dear, I don’t. But you see how money goes—already 
1 have accouuted for nearly eight shillings.” 

“And the other two? Spent in that accursed driuk, I suppose, 
with your dissolute Fleet Street eoutpantons at ‘The Old Cheshire 
Cheese,’ or ‘Old Cheshire Cat,’ or whatever it may be. Guzzled 
away— 

* Alicia, [ will not tolerate this! How dare you have the——”" 

“Oh, you threaten me, do you—coward? “Doubtless you will 
strike me next, yes—(raésing her roice)—I repeat, strike me! Very 
well, strike me—a defenceless woman, your wife, the mother of—”" 

Ile rose from his chair to restrain her, but she, misinterpreting 
his motive, caught up a heavy album from the corver of the table 
and hurled it at his head, As it caught him tlush on the bridge of 


the nose, it brought him down, Fora few moments he lay upon 
the bare boards of the tloor. When he arose, she had gone. 

“Ah, well,” he soliloquized, picking up the offending album and 
gazing at it sadly, yet affectionately, “Ah, well, Ten short years. 


come to-morrow, since [ gave you to Alicia lotts, 
And a tear welled up into his bright blue eye as he opened the 
book and gazed at the inscription on the title page : 
“Zo ALICIA 
from 
Ilenry. 

“Would, as [write my name upon this virgin page, T could 
inscribe it upon the pure soil of your heart, in that invisible ink 
which shall only appear as the thing upon which it is written is 
warmed at the fire of a loce which takes no note of time.” 

“ Ah, well!” he sighed, blowing his still bleeding nose upon the 
tailor’s pattern book that served him asa penwiper ; ‘ah, well!” 
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ALLY SLOPER'S CHRISTMAS HOLIDAYS. 1 


Ballade of Wraith, Beope and Gey harity. 
(Thrown off in Sloper's more si viors monuents) 


THIS is the age of the 
snifling and sneerin:, 
When Truth’s oft. pooh- 
poohed — yea, in so- 
called “ good things "— 
Scoffers, all prating intones 
domineering, 
Hurl all their punicst 
arrows and slings, 
But ah, amid Life's disap- 
pointments and stings, 
And while Fortune — is 
fickle and fond of dis- 


rity : 
when Trouble comes 
brooding and Riches 
take wings ; 
What should we do with- 
out Faith, Hope and 
Charity ? 


Some folks are given to 
flouting and tleering 
Life’s Summers and 
Autumns and Winters 
and Springs ; 
Whatever their lot, they 
keep jarring and jeer- 


ing, 

Pouting at all that Dame 
Fortune e’er brings ; 
E’en when her gifts in 
rofusion she flings, 

Shey think all who difer from them show barbarity ; 
Lacking in Sweetness and Light and such things, 
And meanwhile, they know neither Faith, Hope nor 
Charity ! 


Out on Life’s Voyage they find nothing cheering, 
Save where some faddish bell ding-a-dong dings ; 

Unless they can ever keep prying and peering, 
No gladness have they—be they subjects or kings:— 
Man often (alas !) to cold Seltishness clings, 

But God be thanked, many show healthful hilarity, 
Many a heart isa Harp of Joy's strings— 

Cheered by the blessings of Faith, Hope aud Charity ! 


L'ENvoy, 
Prince of Peace! Now that of Good-Will Man sings— 
Teach us true Unity, true Solidarity ! 
Thy Love to Man through the Universe rings, 
Breathing the Gospel of Faith, Hope and Charity ! 


oS 


FA Kxonelyn G@fbristmas FEbc, and bow it 
Ended. 


It is Christmas Eve, I am sitting alone in my Temple Chambers, 
feeling deadly dull; every now and then comes the muffled sound 
of wheels over the snow that lies thick in Middle Temple Laue. 1 
suppose I am the only poor devil in this house in chambers to- 
night—all the rest have gone home to their own homes, or the 
homes of relatives and friends, where lightness, light and laughter 
are reigning supreme, I have no home—only chambers, 

Yet—no; there is another Jonely man in this house. From the 
chambers above comes the sound, the sweet, soft sound of a flute 
exquisitely played. As the silver and mellow notes float upou the 
silent night I feel sadder than ever, my eyes begin to moisten, and, 
confound it ! there isa big lump in my throat. | relight my pipe 
and listen still. 

I begin to think of last Christmas, and the jolly time I had at 
Hailfellow Hall. She was there—she, of the wavy brown hair, the 
laughing eyes, the dark little dimples round her mouth; the 
sweetest, dearest, daintiest, queenliest little flirt that ever made a 
man’s heart leap and fall and ache, 

_ Before Twelfth night we had quarrelled and parted. She had 
given too many smiles to Benjamin Bullion, that embodiment of 
wealthy pompous snobbery. Well, [ was a poor devil, with only a 
heart to offer her, but, confound it! if my heart was not worth her 
having she need not have broken it. 

Still that flute ripples and ripples adown the silent gloomy old 
stairway and the dark corridor, and I feel sadder and sadder. 
wonder, by-the-by, if the other fellow is sad and lonely too, 1 don’t 
know him, I've only just moved in here and haveu't even got my 
name’on my oak yet. 

Iallo! the tlute ceases, His oak is banged ; he comes blundering 
downstairs with a portmanteau, for I can hear it bump on the stairs. 
Lucky dog; he’s otf somewhere, to play his flute to a livelier 
audience, I wonder what sort of a fellow he is, I'll just step out 
and have a look at him notwithstanding etiquette, and all that 
sort of rot. 
ae I stride to the door, and shout to the man going down- 
stairs: 

“Thanks for your music, sir, Can I help you downstairs with 
your traps?” 

“Hallo!” he laughs, ‘So I've been entertaining an angel 
unawares?" 

“Entertaining a miserable devil,” ] mutter, sette rece, We has 
reached the bottom stair, He turns, The light falls on his face, 

It is her brother, 

“ Harry!” 

“ Dick !” 

We are shaking hands and laughing at the idea of having been 
neighbours fora week 
without knowing it, 
for he is only borrow- 
ing the chambers up- 
stairs, and his name, 
too, is absent from the 
door posts, 

“Good - bye, Harry, 
old man; you'll miss 
your train.” 

“Not 1,” he replies. 
“Look here, old man, 
come down to Hailfel- 
Jow Hall with me.” 

I shake my head, 

“Come along, old 
boy,” he persists, 
“We've such a jolly 
party. She'll be so glad 
tu see you.” 

IT waver. 

“She will, really,” he 
goes on, “She's been 
moping like an owl 
since your tiff. It 
was through you. she 
refused) Bullion, She 
told the mater she 
could) never care. for 
anybody but you.” 

go; | scramble my traps together, Talk about a Merry 
Christmas—! ! 


\ 


THE TABLES TURNED. 
Chased by Turkey and Sausages, 


“Despite the heavy fire, the brave little company held its 
own gallantly.” Betract from the Chrestmas Dispateh of 
our (hen Brtra Special Seoteh War Correspondent, 


“At Christmas time with joy and mirth 
Should ev'ry heart be cheered ; 
Throw off all melancholy, boys, 
As | throw off this beard,” 


THE HARLEQUINADE. 
“ Now, then, Joey, you raseal! Hewdare you treat your 
poor old Father in this manner eh?” 


CHRISTMAS DAY AT THE VEGETARIAN RESTAURANT. 


“J think to-day, being a time of feasting and rejoteing, T will 
have an extra portion of haricot beans.” 
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RS GHRISPFMAS HOLIDAYS. 


A DISAPPOINTMENT. 


THE FINAL REHEARSAL. 


[Christmas, 1891. 


Joey, Go it, girls, that’s the way to knock ‘em! 


Chorus of Fxrpectant Nieces (to Uncle, just arrived for Xmas). Oh, Uucle! how good of you— 
how very kind to bring us sueh a number of presents! 
that? Presents! Nonsense! don't believe in ‘em! The raseally porters | 
broke my trunk and upset the things all over the platform, so [ was obliged to bring a few neces- 


REV=NGE IS SWEET. 


A dealer in g-ese in an awkward position. 


token Wh amd the 


ranpitaads ort pestpsned Fs 
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CHRISTMAS PANTOMIME. 
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3% Let's go round ns waits, Jem. There's piles of oof to be made at it, You with vour ‘arp, me with my ‘orn.” 
——2, They start the ‘armony, —3. But the inhabitants don't appear to appreciate their efforts—4, The 
‘yrpand ‘ornare silent now, 


"ORN. 


horcd fram 


h églian 


Gumg ton for Aruna te 


OH, DO! 


First Fair One, Oh, Pos 


punt, wr Sueeegds. 


TUL fo his dove -Reult Bliss! : 


threuvh your bag to see if {it contains any 
Christmas cards addressed to that horrid Ruth 


Merryweather. 
Host of Fair Ones (in Chorus), 
man, dear! 


Do, Post- 
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(ORY Sooo ae true Roy aR?) pares ay | aan ‘' 
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~ E y, let's have a hiss, 
PREPARING FOR CONQUEST. Cook, Not me, Mr. T is not me; E won't have that there nose 
Grace. My complexion requires ne powder. o yourn agin my cat 


THE €AME OLD GAME. 
Father and Joey at their old dodges, as per usual, resulting in daylight robbery, 
deeds of violence, assaults, and other little pleasantries, What would Christmas ‘A y 
Flo, Indeed! where do you obtain it, dear ? the seaside at Christmas time, 


be without our dear old friends ? 


_— 


a TAKING HOME THE CHRISTMAS GOOSE. 


GY 


Henpecked He. Look here, Matilda, I don’t mind playing the 
part of the wicked Grandmother at our private theatricals, while 
you are mashing about in that Prince's dress and getting all the 
glory, but shave my moustache off I won’T. 


ARN 
NY} 
AWN 


N\\, a) 


es predicament, release it, and vanish, carrying with 
relalee, ob After Rumbictim: has transacted hits bust- 
another start orat least, attempts tod > but meets with an 
stanee. “Pinllot what's chtey thi juris hes “hanged 
mobrnte Bat, in spite 


(1). Wanta goose? Certainty, sir! Metter take a liveone nothing like killing 
your own goose, How are you to take it home? Oh, that's easily managed. | 
Just tie a piece of string round one leg, and there yeu are, sir, ‘That will be | 
twenty-tive shillings. Change fora tive pound note? Certainty, ! Two | 


- jound ten change. Thank vou, sir; feed night,——c2) Ranabletum: pr Vt rauksh—(hiey mutiny, Com? alors 
A “WHIPPERIN” DIFFICULTIES. i his journey, dragging along the unwilling bird. ‘Two urchins ean be of frantic eging, the brute deelines to come alone, (5) At this mement two 
“ Yo-icks, yo-icks, boys! if this ain't: Father Chrissinas on hess: leating in the rear in earnest conversation, — Go. Naturally, Renabletum tet | policemen arcon the seene and, ats such oppertinities are rare, they, 
back!) Tip as a Chrissnias box, gav'nor, or we'll make a snownen a halt for the purpose of supporting ashaky looking lamippost. t Streerdinary | without hesitation, and in spite of resistances, arrest our here and ehouge bin with 
of yer”) (The tipof Sam Riorhorn’s hunting crop wos there box, what a number cf lampposts require bolding up on Christiiis Eve t While the trying tosteal public property, in the shape of an inoffensive humppost,  Kumble- 
— -—— = —— ie festive one is engaged in this occupation, the twe urchins before allied te, Hime spends an unhappy and avery wamerty Christmas in geod 


| TOMMY’S DREAM AFTER THE CHRISTMAS PUDDING. 
SOUR AND SWEET. | 


| In which the Christmas pniding is after Tommy. He says for the future 1 
i / will stick to mince pie. 


Ralicl Mistress. Sh—h, children, the School Board officer is out- 
side, and is caming in to sce you, 

Children (in chorus, dircetly officer aj pears). © Mush, hush, 
hosh! here comes the Bogey Man.” 


— 
| AW A I) 


£m 
BUSINESS FIRST. 7 \ I 
Drowning Skater. Help! help! Oh, help! Another two { 
ae Rat minutes, ara Tam lost ! P . ; : Visitor, Do yon get all these bomyuets presented to you over the foutlights, : t 
Photonraphic Fiend (cheerfully). All right, mister, there'll be Nellie? | Fe F 7 ; ¢ Lo 
Do, Post- ample time! Vl just get her fixed for a snap shot as you ¢ Fuar Actress (with pride). Of course Edo, | Little sinifffes bas been invited to eat his Christmas diner with the Swuftteses, 
: . | Visitor (sicectiy), How mueh os dezen do ven pay for them, dear ? He is a late arrival, but t-, nevertheless, jn-t in time for the turkey, 


down! 


cB 
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lt ALLY SLOPER'S CHRISTMAS HOLIDAYS. 


Foo Eensorions. 


“ALAS! the world,” said the youny man, “how censorious! My 
father once told me a strange story on this subject.” 
Pheanhence leant forward cagerly, Half a dozen sloping for- 


ward lovely shoulders were reflected from the light of the blazing 
yule logs on the ambient walls. 

“Proceed,” said everyone, “ your story interests.” 

“Tt was many Christmases ago, The dance was over ; the great 
dining hall was almost in darkness, save but for the dim light from 
the dying embers in the antique fireplace, He was standing with her, 

“But a meanness, too much beneath contempt, had induced 
several of the Christmas guests to listen outside—nay, to peep 
through the crack of the door. 

“They saw him advance towards her, 

“*The forwardness of them!’ 

“*The deceitfulness of the girl!” 

“They listened with bated breath, But the room was so dark they 
could not see clearly, 

“Suddenlya few whispered words—not to be heard to make sense of, 

“A loud smack. 

“*TIe has kissed her! Oh, my!’ * * * 

“The world said that they ought to have been ashamed of them- 
selves, She was, of course, the worse of the two, 

“TL heard the trath the other day only, She was pleading for s 
brother who owed hima ‘pony’ on the Liverpool Cup. 

“On the strength of this he had tried to kiss her. It was really 
ho vennine osculation, His lips had never touched hers, 

= But her lily hand had caught him a mighty slog dollar in the 
deeter auricular, That was the sound they mistook for the kiss.” 


* Silence ! 


FA. GThristmas S torv. 
‘TWaAs Ninas, Pm y 
and the oo a GE za 


vule log’s 


light oy ce 
Made all the 29. a: 


room gleam 
gay and 
bright; 
Arounl their 
aged grand. oe 
sire’s Knee 
Clustered his 
ilaug hter’s 
family ; 
the happy. 
jovous 
party sat 
Passing the 'ZX-/ 
time in 


chatty and Yi 

chat, ox 
At length “a 

they struck ‘ 

another 

note, 


And fast there came from every throat 
Tales of the days of panelled walls, 
Of ghosts that haunted ancient halls. 
They spake of spectres without number. 
With clank of chains, disturbing slumber, 
When, suddenly, amid the gloom 
Now darkening o'er the shadowy room 
A shriek rang out so clear and loud 
It hushed at once the awe-struck crowd, 
And straight uprose on end each hair 
Of those who were assembled there, 
Was it a spectre or a gnome 
On sucha night had dared to come 
Intrading on their happy home? 
Was it some soul weighed down with sin 
Had raised at dead of night this din? 
No, granpa'd sat upon a pin! 

patent sete 


E©Yoerbeard by the EMistletoe. 


“ Don’t be silly, Jane, it’s quite the usual thing at Christmas——” 
SO Wain Ss) * e % 
“By-the-by, Jane, you needn't mention the subject to your 
mistress, nid, oh !—er—here’s a Christmas Box for you, Jane.” 
“Oh! blow Jack! What if you are engaged to him, he can get 


plenty, Just one, Nell, * * * * * you darling.” 

“Really it's very annoying, Harry is quite too stupid—l've been 
standing here quite tive minutes; people will notice me, Pim sure, 
Ah. here he comes at last—no, Harry ! you mustn't, really, '11—” 

“Nousense, Mr. Oldrake, [ consider it a most unpardonable 
liherts—Christinas enstom, sir, rubbish, sir, Humph!) Dyed old 


brute, takes me 
for an old fool, 
1 suppose.” 
“No, George, 
T won't — well, 
just one, then 
—no, no more ; 
two, then, not 
a “ss e* © *& & *® 
oh, George! 
really it’s too 
bad of you. Oh, 
do leave off, 


“No, you 
sha’n'’t kiss me, 
Freddy Brown ; 
Vil tell ma if 
you try to: go 
aud kiss Polly 
Jenkins again, 
7 was watching 
you just now. 
I—I--hate you, 
you're a rude 
hoy, you——” 

‘ “My darling. 
Oh. Clarence! Tet this be the scal of our troth, dearest. * * * 
I'l! speak to your father——” 

~Let me go, Ton—quickly then—oh, I’m sure that’s mamma.” 

“Oh! ves, girls, Christmas is over now, No, | don'tthink it ought 
te remain any longer, I'll tell Mary to take it down and burn it.” 


—¥: es ae aD 
C21 Kirst AZill and WeAestament. 
Christmas Ere, 1891, 

“Know all men by these presents that I, Samuel Sigismund 
Surcingle, bachelor, of B 42a ‘The Albany,’ Piccadilly ; ‘of no occu- 
pation’ (other than that devolving upon one as a dutiful member 
of society, and of the Badminton, lelican, Sandown Park and 
Corinthian Clubs); being at the time of this writing in full posses- 
sion of my senses (and sober), but in great bodily fear lest I should 
succumb during the next fortnight to what newspaper writers and 
other idiots term, ‘The Good Things of the Festive Season,’ do set, 
make and impose upon myself, ere the aforesaid ‘ Christmassing 
commences, the following resolutions :— 

(a). “That I willeschew plum pudding in every form: not being 
heaven blessed with the digestion of ’rofessor Lronsides, 
the man who eats hoop iron, broken glass aud bootlegs at 
the Aquarium, Westminster, 8.W. 

(4). “That, not caring a button whether [ have a ‘happy year’ 
during 1892, or otherwise, | will leave the miuce pies to the 
man who made ‘em, 

(¢). “That L will ve¢ nix my drinks—that is to say, I will find out 
which of the wines is least likely to hurt me, aud stick 
to that one, I should have married the belle of the ball 
last year—a dear girl—but that she objected to a partner 
who took the tloor head first. 

(a). “That, knowing only one piece of recitation, aud that ‘The 
Fireman's Wedding,’ I will on no account recite any- 
thing this year, ‘Dialect’ pieces may be all very well, 
but 1 am sure that, last Christmas, when | was giving 
such lines as— 

T was Jes’ lookin’ raund at the people, their faces lit up with the glare, * 
Wheu I ore . voice cry, ‘oarse with terror, “ Jes’ look; there's a woman hup 
there !"" 
—that pretty Miss Overongurnie, with ten thou’ a year 
in her own right, thought J really was illiterate and 
uugraminatical, and xeé the fireman, 

(e). “That I will take care to see that the cabman who drives me 
home is sober; last cabman fell off box and broke his 
nose. That wouldn't have mattered, perhaps, but the 
reins fell with him, and 1 was left in a most awkward 

vosition, seeing that we were coming down Heath Street 
1ill at Hampstead, and the horse was galloping. 

(/). “That, however funny it may strike others as being, T will 
certainly xot put on old clothes and sally forth at six 
o'clock on Boxing night this year, to go and see a panto- 
mime at the Britannia Theatre, out at Hoxton. Made 
one of fifteen in private (s/c) box last year, Lady— 
total stranger—sat on my left knee and ate fried potatoes 
during the whole of the ‘Transformation.’ 

(g). “That 1 will not be dragged into making an a—— No, no, I 
wou't put it that way, but— 

(A). “That [ will in nowise compromise my right to sign myself 
to ALLY's readers next Christmas, as this 

“SAMUEL S. SURCINGLE —BACHELOR.” 


Fhe Alstounding FLdoentures of a 
W ule Wexog. 


In detailing which, it is left to the intelligent realor to imagine how ALLY 
Stover got blind paralytic on Christinas Eve, and how Messrs, Higgins and 
Sloper junior, guessing the fact_beforchand, had arranged to take advantage 
of it on Christmas Day. 

“THEY used to treat,” SLOPERTUS said, 
“With deep respect the Yule Log: 
In ribbons blue, and pink, and red, 
They yearly suki the Yule Log. 
With garlands green, with garlands gay, 
They made quite bright the Yule i 
And left it in its blithe array 
Till time to light the Yule Log!” 
Why winks Alerandry so winkily, winkily ? 
Bill Higgins, why link you so Winkily, Vinkily 2 , 
“Jn modern times,” SLOPERIUS said, 
“Though most men scorn the Yule Log, 
The good old spirit’s not quite dead, 
And we'll adorn our Yule Log. 
Trot out your evergreens, my pals, 
To titivate our Yule Log: 
Weave bonnie wreaths, my bonnie gals, 
To decorate our Yule Log!” 
Why winks Alecandry so winkily, winkily ? 
Bill Higgins, why blink you so blinkily, blinkil y ? 
Obedient to the Classic Loon, 
In tlowers we bathed our Yule Log: 
With chaplei, tassel, plume, festoon, 
We smartly sonthod % 


our Yule Log. 
And in the loft for weeks, as fine 
As fivepence, lay our Yule Log, 
Until we shifted from its shrine, 
On Christmas Day, our Yule Log. 
Why winks Alewand y so winkily, winkily ? 
Bill Mogins, why blink you so blinkily, blinkily ? 


With all its gewgaws, on the fire 
We straightway threw our Yule Log, 
And then, with consternation dire, 
Began to view our Yule Log, 
It plunged, it writhed, to life it came, 
It screeched, it swore, that Yule Log ! 
And, when from out the flaring tlame 
We madly tore that Yule Log, 
Tt kicked Alewandry for winking so winkily, 
And banged bonnie Billum for blinking so blinkily ! 
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(Christmas, 1891, 


Flootsie’s Chiserable bristmas. 


CHRISTMAS (it has been observed by those who know) comes 
but once a year! 

“And once too often then for your wre:ched father,” says Ma, 

Indeed Christmas, 
as a rule, brings 
about regrettable re- 
sults, as regards 
Poor Pa, Poor Pa 
being, as you know, 
a puslle character, 
. ud as you may pro- 

\ bably guess also a 
public-house charac. 
ter is, at what is very 
improperly termed 
the festive season 
much regaled an 
carried home later 
on in a less or lesser 
presentable shape 
any end upwards, 
and sometimes 
chalked “glasses 
with care,” which, 
perhaps, may natu- 
rally, to some ex- 
tent, put Maa little 
out. 

But it is toa cer- 
tain extent an awk- 
ward thing to break 
it to Poor Unhappy 
Pa, that what i 
calls good old 
Christmas ways are 
no longer in fa- 
shion, that a wassail bowl is a beastly thing to drink, that the 
smoke from a damp yule log (and they are always damp) makes 
you cough, that a hobby horse is foolish, a dragon ridiculous aud 
mummers simply absurd. 

For my own part I have grave doubts as to the advantage 
derived from eating a plum pudding that Poor Pa has stirred with 
his umbrella, or mince pies Mr. McGooscley has given the last 
magic touch to, and I can solemnly affirm that short bread made 
by Mr. McNab is a deadly horror, 

In one of Albert Smith’s jolly books, he tells how one Tonks, an 
eminent retail tea-dealer (retired), made a big failure in endeavour- 
ing to revive old Christmas customs, of which, by the assistance of 
Hone’s “Everyday Bo. k” and Strutt’s “Sports and Pastimes,” he 
had picked up his notions, He determined 
npon having mummers, a fool and a wassail 
howl; there would be also a yule log,a 
hobby-horse aud a dragon; and he also 
decided upon a wode-house, cr a salvage 
man, who, according to 
the book, should “Dys- 
porte himself with fire- 
works amongst the 
company.” But this 
latter character was 
discarded at the ex- 
press desire of Mrs, 
Tonks, who thought 
squibs and the book 
muslin dresses 
worn by some of 
the younger 
guests would not 
go very well to- 
gether; and 
that, although 
violent delights % 
might be pro- 
duced, they 
would have 
equally violent 
ends, and », 
dieintheir = 
triumph, 

The band poor 
Tonks had en- 
gayed never ar- 
rived, and the 
mummers were ordered into the hall, with instructions to be as 
lively as they could without music. Their proceedings, we are 
told, were not productive of much mirth. The young ladies 
looked at the odd dresees, with large heads that preserved the 
comical expression of stereotyped hilarity, perfectly unintluenced 
by circumstances noticeable in pantomimes, and said, “ How 
droll, to be sure!” And the great neighbours looked coldly at 
one another, as much as to say, * What does all thismean?" The 
hobby horse capered about the hall, and hit the people on the 
head with a bladder tied to a stick, at which some laughed the 
first time but voted it stupid the second ; aud the dragon was very 
tame indeed, 

All this was read aloud to my misguided parent, and he was 
advised to take warning by Tonks, but it seems to have had little 
or no weight with him. This is, as vet, only Christmas Eve, and 
things hardly look lively, The mistletoe bough has been hung up, 
and poor Snooky has 
been kissed by all the 
available chorus from 
the “ Friv.” with loudly 
resounding smacks, and 
he has also been 
thumped hard on the 
back, and is now couzh- 
ing likeanything. The 
mudding has been 
Tastily prepared and 
perebulle’ befcre poor 

‘a's return, There 
won't be many plums 
left in it if Billy is not 
handcutfed and chained 
to the wall. 

Toor Va is out engag- 
ing sportsand pastimes 
for to-morrow, and we 
have been endeavouring 
to wile away the weary 
hour with the games of 
infancy—Hot cockles, 
Bundics, Jack’s alive, 
Hunt the slipper, 
Mousetrap and Leap 
frog. These are all, in 
their way, amusing and 
instructive, 

We have also danced 
rounds and squares, 
and Bob has endea- 
voured to teach Tottie 
Goodenough the can- 
can, but as yet she can’t snuff outa candle with her toe tip over 
seven feet, ten inches, She's very wooden, 


* * x * * * 


Poor Pa has just been brought home tarred and feathered, How 
are we to get it off? 
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teed well made and fin- 
ished, every attention | POSITIVELY FORCES 
LUZURIANT HAIR, WHISKERS AND MOUSTACHIOS, 


being paid, and no ex- | 
To grow heavily in a few wecks, without injury to the Skin, and no matter at what Age, 


pense spared, to secure 
the best and most modern 
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REMELY FOR 
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BALDNESS 
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ECTRIC body BELT for Ladies and Gentlemen has the 
f any Electrical Appliance in the world, and ia guaranteed to 
P jug four times as much w 


DR. CARTER MOFFAT’S ;::.:-"’: 


Bew rate the same amount of rity as other much 


THE MAGNETO-ELECTRIC BATTERY CO. are sole proprietors of the Featherweight Belt and of all rights appertaining to 
the original Electro Galvanic Appliances. There are spurious imitations of thece celebrated Electric Felts now being offered 
to the public at extortionate prices. Beware of them, and see that every Beit bears our full name and adcress, viz. :— 


THE MAGNETO-ELECTRIC BATTERY CO., 
IMPERIAL MANSIONS, OXFORD STREET, LONDON, W.C. 


24 Lustrous Gipsy Ring, 14 Ruckle or Keeper Ring They Invigorate i They impart in. 
equal to 26Guine: Lady's Di ond or Mixed, Soli . Strengthen, an creased Vitality, 
Mixed Stone Dress Ring. | Diawond. ‘i Guaranteed rend Dre a Ring, ‘very ting meautifuily hmietea isi on ede Brees Li Ag she THOUSANDS OF UNSOLICITED TESTIMONIALS. bs nd 
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OF ITALY 
in reeognition of his 
valuable scientific 
discoveries, 


PAY ME A VISIT, AVOID IMITATORS, aae NOTE MY ONLY ADDRESSES— 


10 TO 
, B 34 OXFORD STREET, W.. 
* 5, 19,8 20 OXFORD 81 =. Hail. ¥ . | _orme AVENUE, BRIXTON, Next Door to Krasnapolsky.) ” 


B. _ D. GOLDSTEIN, ‘Watchmaker and Jeweller, _LONDON. 


ts guarantecd to 

generate the sume amount of Electricity “Y 
as other Electric Belts costing _~@ 

——= a Guinea, 


HAUSTION, BRATN 
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VOUS EXCITABIL- 
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Cases. 


Send for copies of the unimpeachable and unsolicited testimorials, test their genuineness if you like, and then silence the 
voice of incredulity, discard prejudice, and seek a meaas of relief now for the first time placed within the reach of all. 


“Would not be without it if every 
plate cost a sovereign.” 

Mr. A. BE. Woods, a Hainton Sireet, Grimey, 
writes :—" June 1k, Del. . . Dam etiil wearin 
your Be ity ‘and would not be wi oe it if every 
pate costa soveremn, You ney make what use 
you like of my testimony for the benetit of other 
sufferers." 


me. ot orn rits.—Liver 


eh brn , Feltham, Fe’ h. 0, 1871. 
Dear Sir,—I sent for one of your 58. 6d. Belts @ 
month ago, and T must say, after giving it a fair 
trial, Pfe-f much better. My spirits are brighter, 
and the unpleasant taste inthe morning hasentirely 
disappeared, Which Iam very thankful to say. 


Miss J. AscotTr, 
LARGEST 
SALE IN THE 
WORLD. 


WORLD. 
M.BAAMLE., Pi.D., Dr. of Philosophy, the Company's well-kuown 
DR. CARTER MOFFA g London He alth Electrician (formerly Seni dd Pronerpal Denion 
strator, Surgeon's Hall, Royal College of Surgeons, Edinburgh), may be consulted dary, FREE OF CHARGE, 
on all matters reliting to Health, and the application of Curative Electricity, between the hours of 10 and 5, 


DR. CARTER MOFFAT'S “ FEATHERWEICHT ELECTRIC BODY BELT " sent free by 


post to any part of the United Kingdom on receipt of remittance, rocure a Belt without delay by sending 
1.0., value Sa., and six penny stamps, to 


sats MAGNETO-ELECTRIC BATTERY CO., [ .2. 
IMPERIAL MANSIONS, OXFORD ST., LONDON, 


(OPPOSITE TOTTENHAM COURT ROAD) w.c. 


High Recommendation from the Rey. Mr. Spurgeon. 
“053 Lewisham High Rood, Brockley. 

“ Dear Dr, Carter Moffat,—T have recommended the Rev, —, of Kine’s L ynn, 

who is my dear friend, to try ope of your Belts, COSPERGEON! 


All Along the Line 

irom every man or woman who has given it a trial come 
words of highest praise and commendation for SUNLIGHT 
SOAP, Try it yourself, if you have not already done so, and 
Le convinced for once and all, that it has no rival as a superior 
laundry and Household Soap. 

You know that poor soap and hard rubbing are injurious 
i> your clothes. You know also that a lame back and sore 
'auckles, and a dozen other miseries, are regular attendants 
oa the weekly wash. Perhaps you do not know, however, 
chat all these annoyances can be avoided by the use of 


A WONDERFUL MEDICINE 


SUNLIGHT SOAP. |s:rxrs0ovs «‘NERvVouUs ‘DrsonDERs, 


It saves in every direction, time, labour and the clothes, | Sie Headache, Constipation, Weak Stomach, Tmpaired Digestion, 
ea | . ; 
Why not try it on your next wash and _ convince yourself WORTH A CUINEA A BOX. 
hat we are right ? Sold by all Druggists and Patent Medicine Dealers everywhere, in Boxes, 9'd.,1s. 11d. and 2s, 9d. each. 
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DI-EGG-NOSING HIM. 
(A Boxing Day INCIDENT.) 


ft a NN Hl 


1. Waiter, Two new laid pnllets eggs for you, T think, sir!——2 
Tcan't, yer honour; me idtlucdsy coad’s so bad !"——3, “Take that bad egg, 
contented, and with his breast aglow with: the consciousness of a public duty eggs-actly performed. 

SA Te he ee 


A DUAL ROLE. 
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She's billed as a pantomime prince, 

Mh Amd ripping she looks in the part. 
It isn't her only one, though, 

1 Puta believe you can see! For she is 9 queen—of my heart. 


knows his business. 


Anote. Oh, you naughty man! It isnt fair 
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2 “Phew! good heavens! what's this, waiter? sniff thategg!" “Sure, 
then, scoundrel, to. match thy cold !"——4. That guest exitt 


| super Master, D—n it all! 

drunk, and the rest of you are idiots. 
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MUTINY AT THE PANTOMIME. 


Cudboy (triumphantly), Now, Miss Lilly, I've got you, and I 
mean to have a kiss. Ina great admirer of Chri-t mas cnstoms, 

Lilly (calmly). Vu delighted to hear it, Mr. Cadboy, beenuse you 
won't object to the Christmas Boe L shall instruct my brother 


to give you for your rudeness. 


This is sketched fro 
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J we don't mean to, guv'nor, unless we get another bob a night, % 
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